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NIXON ... the name itself is a synonym for the shame and betrayal of 
beetle-browed, 


a nation,of a people, nay, of a way of life! NIXON... his trembling, sweating | 
š ° shifty-eyed visage looms over the tragic history of the WORLD 


like a towering obelisk of doon, casting its malevolent shadow across 

the future hopes of generations yet unborn. Frankly. it's just damn hard 
to get away form the guy. NEWSWEEK tells us "He's Back!" like the malev- 
olent undead spirits of POLTERGEIST. But has he ever really "gone away?" 
If there is one fundamental rule about the phenomenon that is NIXON, it A 


is that iust when you think you're rid of him forever, he returns in an, 

ever more repellant form. .. to haunt you, to pursue you through your 
darkest nightmares, 

* 
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„ Just What can NIXON mean to the younger gen- 
eration. .. the unfortunate children of the REAG 
era? [HEY cannot remember the ruthless persecu- 
tion of so-called "communists" in the late-40s 
and early-50s; the bare-faced. animalistic lust 
for power that drove that early NIXON into the 
the hands of CARTHY as a front man for 

the SUGAR LOBBY, Who among the youth of today 
can remember the insidious sentimentality (and 
two-faced lying) of the CHECKERS SPEECH, ..a made- 
for TV pitch for sympathy on the most maudlin 
level that set the standard for the misty-eyed 
seduction of a nation perfected by the recently 
departed "GREAT COMMUNICATOR"? 

DO THEY REMEMBER Nixon the international ambassador of 
American manifest destiny..stoned in the streets by the enraged 
oppressed masses of Latin America. . , debating with Krushchev ov- 
er the merits of dishwashers and garbage disposals in a world 

of starving millions? 

SURE. NIXON was often bested and counted down over the 
vast stretch of his incredible, unspeakable career, His seedy 
appearance and nervous mannerisms in the 1960 presidential deb- 
ates assured the election (and assassination) of John Е, Kenn- 
edy. „which. after all, made the turbulent 1960s possible, WHO 
can forget the sniveling self-pity and paranoia of the NIXON 
who. in 1962, after losing the race for Governor of California. 


scolded the press with the immortal lines; "You won't have NIXON 
to push around anymore"? 


IF ONLY THAT HAD BEEN TRUE! Then perhaps there 
would have been no nee or is SECIAL ISSUE of 
ZONTAR, or indeed for the intervention of ALIEN 

FORCES on this planet. But it was not to be, After 
Six years of riots, assassination, and an insane, 
LOSING war in South-East Asia, the country was iust 
about desperate enough to turn to NIXON for deliv- 
erance, NIXON WAS BACK, 

The "NEW NIXON" campaigned for president on a 
platform of "Bring Us Together" platitudes, which 
included a "Secret Plan" to end the Vietnam War, 
Just to make sure that the war didn't end before 
he had a chance to be elected, the "NEW NIXON" made 
sure that the South Vietnamese didn't agree to the 
peace=talks with the help 


Making a point with 
Khrushchev in the 
"kitchen debate" at 
the American Exhi- 
bition in Moscow in 
1959. Leonid Brezh- 
nev is at right. 


people suspect that NIXON'S secret plan was nothing 
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of his pals, Claire Chenn- 
ault and Madame Chiang Kai-shek, Little the American 
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AR NiXoN - EDITORIAL ... сомтімуе d جک‎ 
that a massive and seemingly irrational expansion of J 
the war, including Savage and indiscriminate aerial a- 
Ђотрагтепі, . coupled with the active threat of nuclear 
attack, would bring the North Vietnamese to their 
knees, A little over two years after his inauguration. 
| NIXON'S mad scheme fell to pieces in the jungles of ду 
Cambodiaeeean intervention that ultimaely cost mill- 
ions of innocent lives and led to violent unrest at 
home as the guns of the military were turned on un- 
armep student protestors. The Cambodia invasion. = 
coupled with a domestic campaign of spying. repress- 


@ ion and polarization, tore apart the very fabric of ағ», 
x the nation, As we all know, this national catastrophe ^ 
e. 


гу 


reached its peak іп the Watergate scandal. б 


4 ІТ was Onlv af- 


© ter the landslide | 
` | re-election of NIXON j — — 
іп 1972 that the full £ 75 + ag Ke 
extent of the NIXON GANG'S crimes began to 5 
come to light. NIXON himslf finally resigned 
in '74 with a convenient pardon signed by 

1 his appointed Vice-President... assuring that 

4 
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` we will never really know the full extent of 
1 the man's villainy. Within а few years, after 
2 short and pathetic Democratic interlude, 
| the NIXON GANG was back in the White House, 
more evil and corrupt than ever, in the form 
5 i 2 | of the REAGAN ADMINISTRATION, Bush, Haig, 
NIXON'S SECRET ” PEACE PLANS THE Schultz, Weinberger, Buchanan,..all were 
B-52 RAINS DEATH ow SOUTHEAST ASIA. key players in the NIXON administration. 
i Soon even NIXON himself was back,..a best- 
) selling author, а comsultant to the REAGAN gang, Even more omnipresent was 
(and is) the rat-like face of Henry "Killer-without-a-conscien 


E Ee * * 
РЧР. `... Sader <. «р, 


LINE, It takes опе to know one, Henry, 
. And so the horror goes on, Henry runs his consulting corporation, 
assisting multinational corporations to make deals with fascist dictators 
ë = три 
in the White Ночве...шегеіу the latest and most 
debased incarnation of the REPUBLIC RE OF 
EVIL that has dominated this nation for decades. 
М WHEN will the tribunals be called, the judgements 
be passed, the BLOODY HEADS of these SCABROUS 
TYRANTS be paraded through the streets on poles? 
monuments to the CLEAR and ALTRUISTIC thoughts та. 
of the MASTER? The answer lies with YOU, the 
LOYAL MINIONS OF THE MASTER, Only with your help 
on against the still-powerful forces of Hu-man 
stubbornness and sentimentality. So reach deep 
into that pocket or wallet, and send all vou can. 


ce" Kissinger 
inveighing against "concessions to terrorists" every other night on NIGHI- i 
^ to take your job away by employing cheap Third- EE p^ 
World slave-labor, Ex-NIXON lacky BUSH now sits l2 4 Ja 
Я. 

WHEN. then, will the peole of this miser- £ e. 
able sphere RISE UP to DESTROY these evil men? A wu. “W а | 
WHEN will the TEMPLES of GREED and POWER be razed Це 
to the ground and replaced by clean and gleaming 4 
the ZONTAR BRAIN-CONTROL OUTREACH MINISTRIES carry 
The battle for the soul of this planet is not yet 

won! 


Don’t even th 


е ink about the price. 
oM CASH ! 

— m att Oe в 
— 8 


You'll pay. 


^ 
77 NV. 
(( Dı | 
( ! J) eon The images that presidents create are al- 
— — 


Y ^ t P. 4 ways quickly caricatured. On the left we 

š t, is to be sharpl differen SK š see а. “Tricky Dich" novelty designed to 

Nixon approach, already ser, P Y 3 ` “fool you every time." It stands Sr high. 

я > 1 On the right « little rubbery Nixon is 

shown smiling and giving the victory 

sign. It's 47 tall and is made to dangle 

from vour car or house window Tricky, 
on card $12: Smiling $6 


oS CURT: 


4. 
га 
NEWSPHOTOS 


to plan world revolution and combat Joseph Stalin’s Third International 


Ragged Dick; 
His Troubled Youth and Torture 
or x 


A Child is Born 
Once, not so very long ago, there dwelt a hard-working Quaker family in a 

small but honest ranching community in the burgeoning Western Frontier. This 

family labored in their grain and feed store selling notions and what-not to the 

farmers and their families. Let us then visit the proprietors, the Nixons. 

Frank, the proud owner of the little store, is pacing nervously behind the 

rough-hewn, yet clean wooden counter. 

"Oh, My!", he ejaculates spasmodically, 

“Whatever could be going on?” He pauses to mop his worried brow free of 

perspiration. His friend, the good teacher Beechnut, seeks to comfort his 

sturdily jowled friend. i 

"Now, Frank, Taint right to carry on so..Women been goin” and havin” babies, 

oh, for most of recorded history, I reckon. You bet Hannah^s doin^ her best ta 

push that little baby into this world! Why, just listen to her screamin” іп 

fullfillment an^ wifely joy! Yup, she^s sure ^nough a sturdy little trooper!" 

At this juncture enters the gruff yet kindly small town surgeon, Old Doc 

Chotiner. He stops but briefly to draw off some hot water from the pot-bellied 

stove and winks slyly. He then hurries upstairs to the living quarters above the 

honest little shop. Frank wrings his work-hardened hands. 

"Now what?," he mutters distractedly. 

Teacher Beechnut shakes his head and reaches behind the counter for the bottle 

of Old Pal Spirit Elixir that Frank keeps there. 

A worried yet friendly hour passes. Teacher Beechnut finds himself obliged to 

fetch another bottle of Elixir. It does them both a world of good, and is a * 

tonic to them. Thus the second hour passes swiftly on the wings of good 

fellowship. 

But, Hark! A noise is heard above the constant yowls of maternal agony. A thin, 

plaintive wail is discernable- the cry of a newborn! The good Doctor rushes down 

the stairs into the store clutching his right hand in torment. He looks at Frank 

accusingly. 

“He bit me just as I delivered him! The little Dickens bit me clear to the 

bone..Look, for the blood spurts yet!" 

Frank is overjoyed and collapses in happy laughter against the oddly still form 

of Beechnut. 

"Why, the Dickens you say! We shall call him Dick, then!" 

He helps the Doctor bind his gaping wound as only a new father can. 


School Daze. 


Dicks early childhood was passed much like any other in our proud nation. His 
stern, yet fair parents acted as a Love-Beacon on his young Moral Sense. They 
molded infant Dicks mind until the stalwart and yet curiously engaging child 
was ready to attend school, where he would be instructed by family friend, 
Teacher Beechnut, to whom he bore a strange, and some said, unfortunate 
resemblance. And so it was on a bright sunny day when Dick strode eagerly 
towards the little school in the prosperous valley. His brand-new suit had been 
sterilized with Carbona to ward off the scourges of Nits and Head-Lice then 
unhappily prevalent, and so this suit gave off an attractive blue glow. His 


shiny brown oxfords glistened in mute testimony to the hours of hard work he had 
lavished upon them with the stiff yet diligent bristles of his father^s prized 
Shoe-brush. He hummed merrily to himself as he thought of that brush. He could 
see yet the pure hog bristles as they marched across the battlefield of his 
shoes, each bristle a soldier in the war against scruffiness, a soldier well 
supplied with Shinola and a modicum of spit to ward off the evil of footwear 
soiled, footwear defiled. Perhaps, he thought to himself in his most secret 
thought, perhaps he, too, could own such a Shoe-brush, made likewise with Hog 
Bristles and Tortoise Shell, but made so large so as to brush clean the entire 
world. 

The dusty schoolyard was bustling with the activities of the 
other little boys and girls who were also starting school that day. Dick 
recognized several of his little chums and nodded sagely in greeting. Soon 
Teacher Beechnut rang the heavy iron bell and the little pupils filed in meekly 
and found bench-spaces upon which to seat themselves. 

Dick emptied the pencil-box he had brought from home and placed it neatly 
beside the lunch of Cottage Cheese and Catsup he had prepared for himself. He 
listened attentively as Teacher gave the first lesson of the day. However, not 
every student was as courteous a fellow as Dick. Some of the little boys who had 
not had the advantage of Home-Discipline were acting churlishly, teasing the 
other children with Mouth-Noises and Finger-Gestures, while Dick watched іп ап 
agony of silent and fevered reprobation. 

Teacher Beechnut saw them as well, and decided that the little disobeyers must 
be punished. Dick watched smugly with flared excited nostrils as the thorny, 
unyielding Rod of Disfavor whirred and cracked again and again and again and 
again. 
He was glad that his parents had known of Home-Discipline, and thus had saved 
him from such a fate. 
Dick did well in school and particularly enjoyed the lessons in Civic Morals and 
Duties..and Indeed, what young patriot”s heart does not beat fervently at the 
stirring sight of Old Glory waving in the warm summer breeze, and what young 
patriot^s nostril shall not flare bravely at the acrid smell of gun-powder 
expended on our Flag” s behalf? 
Yet one day Dick noticed that one surly young fellow, Alger by name,did not seem 
to share the general enthusiasm generated by our country's holy Symbol. And so 
Dick, in the name of Duty, confronted the obnoxious young lout near the monkey- 
bars at recess. 
"Say, Alger.." Began Dick in a friend-like voice, 
"I have noticed that you do not seem to revere our Flag as much as you 
ought..do you not as well share in the hard-won Fruits of Liberty purchased by 
our fore-fathers at such a bloody yet noble price?” 
The shifty eyed Alger, Liberty^s Antagonist, stared tudely at Dick, our voice of 
liberating reason.From Alger^s slack lips his reply fell thusly; 
"Ahh..Whattayou know about it anyhow, ya ski-nosed Wobbly chaser! Da flag aint 
nuthin” but a colored rag jerks like you use ta smear da truth aroun” with! 
Gwan, get outa my face, before I wax yer ears for yez!" 
Young Dick would gladly have struck the malcontent to the gravel, but 
unfortunately the fellow was a great hulking brute much larger than himself. 
Dick determined to bide his time and plan a fitting riposte at his leisure. 
Still, the jeering taunts of the evil Alger stung his cheeks as he marched 
briskly back to the School-house, where his lunch waited...but that day, his 
cottage cheese and catsup did not gladden him as it did usually. 

Foot-Ball Follies, and a Painful Lesson Realized 


Dick nursed his grudge for years,much as the wild Frontier Apache 

is said to do. Dick hoped that his physique would outshadow that of the vile 
Alger,but Alas, Nature saw fit to thwart this dream as the young Alger grew into 
a large ogre of alarming proportions, while Dicks body remained trim and 
modest, yet agile and strong for his size. In order to build up his stamina, 
Dick joined the Foot-Ball squad at school.Here, he learned the value of Team- 
Work and formed many friends among the other players. 

Among these friends was Joe, an amiable Wisconsin-born fellow of Irish heritage, 
and a small frail lad named Whittaker, whose thick glasses and diminuative 
stature served only to high-light his quick mind and eager wit. 

By dint of his manly ways, Young Dick was the natural leader of the threesome, 
and they had many stirring and instructive adventures together. 

One day, as the were leaving the Public Library after searching the card 
catalouge for subversive literature to burn at the Pep Rally, they passed 
unwittingly through the very field in which Alger”s father, а ne“er-do-well 
pumpkin farmer with Intellectual leanings, sought to grow his dumpy yellow 
gourds. As they innocently traversed this plot, a horrifying cry of anger rent 
the air! The farmer had seen them and was running toward them, carrying an 
ancient yet still functioning shotgun! 

The frail Whittaker yelled; 

"He^s in no mood for chit-chat, boys! Let^s duck and run for cover!" 

Іп this particular regard,however, he had misapprehended Dick^s stalwart 
presence of mind, for Dick had already taken to his heels, and the other two 
were not recalcitrant in following his lead. They reached the dusty roadway just 
ahead of the rampaging pumpkin rancher, who halted and sent two barrels of rock- 
salt at the fleeing lads. 

Sad to say, their straining backsides were most liberally dappled with the 
smacting substance. The threesome yowled in pain as they hot-footed it to the 
aquaduct behind the Nixon feed and grain emporium to soak their blistered 
fundaments. The embittered trio swore red revenge against the entire Alger clan, 
and the taunting laughter and unseemly ribald comments of the pumpkin pushers 
son at school the next day served only to firm their resolve in this matter of 
honor. 


PUBLICITY SHOT of 1953? It may well be this 
one of actress Zsa Zsa Gabor. Patch allegedly 
hides bruise caused, she says, by "suitor" Porfirio 
Rubirosa before he wed heiress Barbara Hutton 


Pre-Watergate days in the White House were satisfying ones 
for President Richard Nixon and his wife, Pat. Their smiling 
image is shown in color on a typical souvenir china plate with 
a diameter of 9". $15 


Whittier College football team, October 1933. 
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Pumpkins and Poltroons. The Prevailing of Justice 


And so, when their wounds healed, young Dick, Sturdy Joe and frail intelligent 
Whittaker plotted to get their own back against the hated White-Trash Algers. 
Many plans were hatched,weighed and discarded. It was Dick who finally cdme up 
with a workable and safe plan. He explained it to his compadres thusly; - À 
"Say, fellows! I’ve a pip of and idea! Lets start a rumour that.. oh, that those 
crooks over in Agnewville who knocked off the County Bank hid the swag in che 
Pumpkin field before they were dispatched by the Sherriff^s shot-gun squad at 
the crossroads! Every no account Okie between here and Salinas will be tearing 
up that patch of filthy Alger dirt before the week is out, looking for the, 

4” қ 
Е eagerly agreed to the plot, and Whittaker suggested that they “seed” 
the patch with a few dollar bills to facilitate the spread of the rumor. The 
trio mentally fingered their scars as they dreamed of the downfall of their 
hated foes. They snuck back that very evening and planted the dough, and Dick 
fell asleep that night with a sly smile upon his otherwise cherubic countenance. 
They waited for the beginning of the harvest season before they carefully 
started a whisper here, an insinuation there, carefully priming the small town 
rumour-pump. It worked as they had planned, 


and Dick learned another valuable lesson-how easily others could be swayed to 
believe whatever a fellow wanted them to. This lesson stayed with him for the 
rest of his life. 

Soon, as Dick had predicted, every Na-Bob, Hobo, and Country Store Cowboy was 
nocturnally threshing the hapless Pumpkin field. The planted money was soon 
found, and lent a wild frenzy to the midnight treasure seekers. 

Shovel and hoes, rakes, dowsing rods and half-sticks of dynamite were all used 
upon the helpless Alger farm. The rape of his vegetables nearly drove Farmer 
Alger, sr., insane. He could only watch in stupefacation as his fields were 
wantonly ravaged. Soon there was nothing left to his once proud crop but ground 
pulp and 

chopped vines, all withered away in the dry red dirt. The entire harvest was 
ruined. 
То Dicks tremendous glee, the loss of these Pumpkin Profits drove the farm 
deeply in the red. Dick and his friends were on hand when the Sheriff seized the 
now-depleted farm for back taxes and hauled the near witless Farmer to the 
county Work-House, where he soon caught consumption and died. 

The brutal Alger, junior, was then compelled to leave school and look for work 
to support his aging and grieving mother. No work was to be had, however, and he 
joined the Forestry Youth Corps and was shipped to Idaho to process lumber by- 
products. A log rolled over his feet and crippled him one day. 

High School Graduation was a triumph for Dick and his pals. He was Ragged-Dick 
no longer, and he grasped the sheepskin eagerly to his bosom, ignoring the 
lanolin stains it left upon his Gown, His neighbors and parents were justly 
proud of Young Dick. He turned hís stalwart jowls to the Golden Promise of the 
Future, and as a manly tear streaked past his proud and flaring nostrils, he 


knew that in the Future lay his Destiny. 
— cm-98 — 
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See, dad—I'd hate to be a JAP kid” 
| Sure, son, you'd hate to be a ЈАР kid. 
Or a Nazi. Or a Commie. Or a Christian. 


Or anything except just what you аге- 
ZONTAR's willing slave. 


Some day soon you will know better what 
that means-when the guns are still and 
the skies clear of bombers. 


... > 
mew a —.———. We have so many things, with the MASTER, x 
Po Dt that belong only to IT's people. 
- 
Auto-gyros in every yard. Affordable 


comfortable homes, Medical care you 
can trust. honest cops. 


All of this, now, has marched away 
to war. 


But there will be THE NEW ORDER. And 
"They who Pay" will meet their destiny. 
For comfort. For convenience. For 


obedience. 
That is the way of ZONTAR. 


For a better, brighter World cf Tomorrow. 


A last hurrah, 1973: Mistrustful even of his own success 


Pagan”s Memoirs of the Nixon Years 

In 1972 I was ten years old and a Nixon supporter. That’s 
how it was: you liked whichever candidate your parents told you 
to like. 

> I grew up in D.C. and went to a school full of democrats. 
All the other kids were behind McGovern and it became my own 
personal crusade to defend Nixon. 

Back then political arguments went like this: some kid would 
say, "Nixon sucks.” “Nuh-uh, McGovern sucks," I^d say. My mother 
had told me the cold, hard political truth: McGovern had promised 
to give everyone in America 2,000 bucks, and where did he expect 
to find the money to do that? 

Then there was the Eagleton thing. I don^t know exactly who 
Eagleton was, but he had something to do with McGovern. My friend 
explained it to me: Eagleton was crazy so they^d hooked him up to 


a Frankenstein machine and electric sparks came out of his ears 
and eyes. I was never even sure whether Eagleton was a human 


being: I pictured hin as the eagle from the American presidential 
seal, only instead of lightening bolts in his talons, he held 
sparks. 2 
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were the following: 


mattresses. 


said “Flower Power.” 


my parents joined me in my 
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Watergate. 


< NIXON, 


wrens "m My dad, trying to explain the meaning of the word "nix" to 
me, said that people who didn’t like Nixon chanted "Nix оп | 
60, Nixon." I knew those people were wrong, but I liked the sound of 
' that chant anyway and--with some sense of shame--would repeat 
"Nix on Nixon, nix on Nixon" under my breath when I pretended to 
be a soldier and marched down the street. 

The Nixon years passed quietly in the Pagan household. I 
only knew about Vietnam because some kids” parents let them have 
aluminum bracelets engraved with the name of a prisoner of war or 
a soldier missing in action. As with other kiddie consumer items- 
-Wacky Paks, Zots, Pop Rocks and Clickety-Clacks--if you owned 
one of those braclets you were cool; if you didn”t you were a 


My parents wouldnt let пе 
one it meant you were against the war in Vietnam and b) the 
bracelets had sharp edges and my mother was afraid that if I fell 
down 174 inadvertantly slash my wrist and bleed to death, an 11- 
year-old victim of the peace movement. 

The only other political memories I have of that time 
(although I think these took place before the advent of Nixon) 


Once, my best friend and I stuck flowers in our socks, 
button holes, hair, etc., and then marched into my house to tell 
my mother that we were flower children. My mom thought it was 
cute that we had no idea that flower children were really | 
drugged-out, dirty, unwashed criminals who slept on bare 


Another time, this same friend and I were about to go out 
trick-or-treating, and we were trying to convince her older 
sister to come with us. The older sister said no, she had more 
important things to do. She 
demonstration the next day, which, in loopy psychedlic letters, 


The Watergate hearings were a special time for me. For once, 
favorite activity--watching T.V. 


Unfortunately, the show they wanted to watch was the most boring 
and hours of men talking into 


importantly, the Watergate hearings were а time of ` 
togetherness, It was like a snowstorm--our parents were forced to 
;stay home, in front of the TV. Our neighbors became friendlier 
and dropped by to talk politics, the way, in a snowstorm, they 
would drop by to borrow our shovel. : 
of all, my parents became nicer to my best friend^s 
family, who lived next door. Before Watergate, they had snubbed 
my best friend^s mother, Mrs. Lear, because she was a) divorced; 
|b) was into Zen; c) slept on a mattress on a floor (a practice 
dangerously 


mattresses] and; 4) probably had been one of those women who 


our house, and I even remember one blissful afternoon 
when my best friend, my parents, Mrs. Lear and I all took a walk 
together. The adults were getting along fine--they were agreeing 
that the situation was a mess and that Nixon was a crook. If my 
parents could agree with Mrs. Lear, who they used to call a 
Ro Y 'milk-toast liberal,” I knew the universe was finally in harmony. 
«ЖС, a Ж t i Thats why, as far as I^m concerned, the Age of Aquarius didn’t 
Despite surface zeal and camaraderie, the mood of the radical summit was downbeat. dawn during Woodstock or the Summer of Love, it dawned during 
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have one because a) if you wore 


was painting a sign for a 


close to that of flower children, who slept on bare 


Pagan, Kennedy 


Joseph 2 

‚ Vissarionovich 
` Djugashvili was 
too hard to 
remember — 
Stalin was 
easier. 


VU 


NN - 
ajor war. 


`” How Stalin Hopes We Will- ~ 


I WAS JOE^S DOG * 
— — 

Yes, I was happy to be with my master, Joe. We understood each 
other. Many times I would gnaw the cracked and blackened 


thighbones of dissidents that joe threw to пе outside the 
comfortable country dacha where we - rig. most of our time. 
However, year by year his throws would fall shorter and shorter 
his arms were becoming enfeebled with the passage of time. 1 
cared not. We adored each other to the exclusion of all else. 

Yet old age will come, and it was no suprise when the black day 
of his 4945104 fell, 
O! Too soon! Too cruel the bleak emptiness of life without Joe! 
For grey days and black nights beyond counting I howled in 
unreserved agony to the senseless stars as I kept my lonely vigil 
beside his preserved and varnished body! 

To this day , to this second, his absence echoes and aches within 
me as would a missing tooth. No..perhaps a gland or vital organ, 
I miss his presence 50. 

I longed to 49:8 him in the sweet surcease of oblivion, yet his 
minions were dutiful to his last wishes and treated me as well as 
they could. These anonymous ones saw that I consumed nourishment 
and slaked my body^s thirst. They kept me alive in the depths of 
97 grief.I could пос thank them then; I do so nov. 

The saw my faltering steps and grayiog muzzle, and made a 
choice. They sent me to Joe^s oldest and dea 

far — 4 the bitter salt sea. 

My packing crate was of purest white pine, and aromatic. I gnawed 
at the crossmembers more out of past habit than desire uring 
the long air pe to the new world. 

When we lande 

My master and companion Joe!. 


rest friend, a friend ^ 


I heard a girl-child SER, | to me. Perhaps пу weary tail 
vegged briefly, a traitor to my br 
2/6 1S срути; "Da dy 


HIGH 15 LOW, Yes, Yes һе is..", intoned the voice of the New Master, 

COLO /$ HOT “We must take ee care of him, for he is а good dog.." 

AND YES /5 мо. The little*girl pondered this. 
“What is his name Pg IP 
I felt firm yet caring такаа ас-пу neck-tag. 
За С Trish, it says here his name is ^Radnost Ob Ceskoslovensko^" 
I eard ту beautiful name, and for the first time in а long 
while, I raised ay shaggy mournful head. By tail wagged. 
the little girl, Oh so sweet in pigtails, frowned in frustration. 
"But I can’t say that! It’s too long. I know! LI 4l “сай Bia 
Checkers!” 

And her father laughed! Such mirth! In the warm sound of his 


vast humour I found myself RENNES LY content. 
My new home was in a modest well kept household, and my modest 


needs were ably tended by a nice, uncomplaining lady who wore a 
nice, discreet cloth coat. As I was adjusting to these new 
ص‎ surroundings, my new Master invited some people to this abode. 


wants to go, he then forcefully conducts the beast to its goal. 


There was a storm of forboding in the home. These P silent 
folk brought with them inp lens of glass and steel with which 
to torment my new master. still do not understand why they were 
allowed to live. My master even went so far as to grin at them 
through the harsh lights, and he spoke to them n reasonable 
tones. Pridefully, he told 

child wept bitter tears of sorrowful pride. 

Sometimes my new Master and I would walk together оп the 
sandy beach,his delicate hands clasped behind his back. Often he 
spoke aloud. То me? Truthfully I do not know -for he may have 
been speaking to the wind. Whichever, his hopes and dreams, fears 
and foibles were aired for none:but me to hear. 

He would fling his arms about wildly and laugh almost 

‘insanely gesturing to the sky, nay, the heavens, w th jerky, 
frightening motions. 

At such times һе would be a oblivious of the world 
around him, totally enraptured in his own universe. 

And yet he was indeed kind. Although he hated Dutchmen with an 
unreasoning ferocity, and went out of his way at least once that 
I know of to harm one, he always treated me with kindness and 
restraint. Often he would play with me, and teach me new, 
exciting games. 

He would hide a common object, say a spose of microfilm (There 
was зо much of it about) and it would be my proud duty to find 
and retrieve it. I remember di^ ту how pleased he was when I 
retrieved such a spool from the pumpkin patch of a neighbor. He 
patted me then as he had never before patted me, and called те 
proud and good names. 

Yes, the days of my decline passed with alarming if 
understandable бездегі. 

But I could feel my withered bones creak with age and ау once 

roud yellow fur was streaked with morbid grey. 

My master was kind, and I could feel that he worried about ту 
failing health and impending doom. 

As for myself, I felt no pain or anguish for I realized, as all 
animals do, that Death is but a minor oint on the great 
unyielding Wheel. Finally ay wasted body made it obvious to all 
that I must soon pass over the great divide and bark once more at 
the side of my first master, Joe, He of holy memory. 

With much sadness, and much kindness my sharp-nosed master 
arranged to transport me once more to the land of my birth across 
the cold oceans. He carried пе in his arms aboard the winged 
transport of fate, and let my weary and drooling jowls droop upon 
his soiled lapels. So we flew eastward to the 233 
We arrived in the city where I had dwelt so long and so зарру 
with Joe. I was carried gingerly to а place of great honor іп а 
gleaming chromium kitchen. I was then safely tucked under the 
shining porcelain sink. My master knew that animals facing death 
will, when possible, find a snug, private place to meet the Dark 
One. He did me this final courtesy because my grey trembling paws 
were in themselves too weak. Even now I hear him above the closed 
panels of my final bed, talking with a fat loud man..They talk 


iouder, ain d a erupts. I hear the fat one take off a shoe, I 
hear him pound upon the counter-top above my twitching muzzle. I 
hear him ound the shoe louder and louder, untill the sound 


merges with that of my fading heart. Then even this fades as I 
hear, as from a great distance, the voice of Joe! My Joe calls me 
to hin softly, his voice for once without anger. I go to him, 


Beginning with Checkers, these animals have stood Mr. Nixon in good stead down 
through the years. The kind of dog is immaterial, it’s how you handle the dog that 
counts. Wrong way is shown by struggles of unidentified model with unidentified dog. 
Right way is shown by Mr. Nixon with Irish setter; first finding out where the dog 


them my name, and the little girl-- 


© Herbioeh 
‘Of course, if | had the top job I'd act differently’ 


_ H makes your hair Stand on end! 
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Doctors..Its Them, or Us!! 


There is only one thing worse than the crippling agony 

of a painful disease or infection, One thing alone brings 
more sorrow and financially draining depilitation. The 
shadow on the cradle, the haunting menace of old age, The 
rightful enemy of all that is good, the apostate of Satan 
himself...yes, the Doctor. 

Clad in white, unstained by the volumes of blood he sacri- 


fices to his dark Master, he stalks the halls of the worst 


fears in the minds of human beings everywhere. 

Throughout history this figure appears. 

In Neolithic as well as modern times, men exploited others 
for personal gain. Others, as in today's times, found 
gratification and amusement, however base, in the inflic- 
tion of pain. In early doctors, these two traits were 
co-mingled at about the same time as the discovery of fire 
and the domestication of the dog, but pre-dating prostit- 
ion. 

In the Aztec civilization , this pre-occupation with pain 
and gain reached a savage height. Doctorism enmeshed both 
civil and religous authority, to such a degree so as to 


create a two-caste system...Doctor and Patient. 


The Patient willingy walked to the Priest/Doctor's 
examining table/sacrificial altar for enlightenment and 

spiritual cleansing. The Patient had for long generations 
B been made to endure, and then seek out pain and suffering, 
and developed belief systems why this should be SO, sever- 


al of which form the basis for today's modern religons. 
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giving up 
a single 
cigarette! 
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if. you smoke а pack-a-day, it is кш > that 
you take in a full ounce of nicotine and tars every 
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30 Dr. Gall interprets the 
skull of King Louis 
Phillippe of France; notice 
the very large bump, 
denoting faith, on the top of на" 
Louis's head 
(Bettmann Archive) 
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Home Sweet Home will be а house of wonders 
. in the World of Tomorrow. 


In the Dark ages, medicine reached further peaks with the 


invention of the insane asylum and the discovey of the 


leech. The usage of the red-hot tongs and the signed conf- 


ession of heresy was also in wide use among medaeval Doc- 


tors at this time. Things went well until the advent of 


Aneasthia. Doctors lobbied in vain against this abhorrent 


practice, but lost this battle in the war between surgeon t рада 


and subject. Patients had lost the taste for pain, and so 


disappeared the fear of the amputation saw, and the red Z 


hot cauterizing iron. Doctors had to put aside their 


crude methods and develop a system of subterfuge to gain 


what they so eagerly sought. 


2 
INNOCENT MARTYES * 
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The exsorcism of bad humours became a thing of the past 


as practices such as ceasarian deliveries and radiation 


therapy proved their worth with highly gratifying pain 


to profit ratios. The abolition of housecalls enabled doc 


tors to streamline patient processing by grouping them in 


centralized areas. This increased profit geometrically 


after the founding of the first Doctor's Trust, in 1911. 


The U.S. Government failed to eradicate 
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this secret organization, and it was discovered that many 
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politicians were themselves Doctors who had masqueraded as Have you these symptoms? Nerves 
jumpy? Tire quickly? Short of breath? 


Blood coa up? Can't sleep? 


Lawyers to further their political ambitions by hoodwink- 


ing the gullible public about their true origins. 
Doctors soon owned 97 percent of the Earth's real est- 


ate by forming national goverments. Ж 


Wars bloomed and treatments soared. Soon everyone who was 


not in the medical profession in some form was regarded as 


rightful prey. The two-caste System was back. It made no 


difference how the division is named. Doctor and patient, 


rich and Poor, oppressed and oppressor. 


Only with the impending arrival of Zontar can we hope to 


break this endless cycle of ineptitude and fear. 


Won't YOU help pave the MASTER'S way? He needs your unsw- 


‘This Little Gla 
Robbed Me of Sleep . 
And Health! | 


= This Organ Has No Pi 
7 duces Tones from а Whisper or Kor p> 


erving loyalty, and yes, your cash. Every dollar you send, 


A every check you endorse, will shorten the currency crop 
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available to the Doctors. This will confuse them, and 


make their immediate eradication easier. Do your best.. 


for You..and Us. 
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Richard Міхоп is not 


mentioned often in 


today’s polite 
society. 

Americans perhaps do 
not like to think of 
which 
forth such 


the country 
brought 
leaders as Abe 
Lincoln and Glenn 
Miller as a spawning 
grounds in which а 
Benedict Arnold, a 
Charles Manson or a 
Richard Nixon could 
find a 
niche. 


Some believe that 


fertile 


there is evidence 


that the being which 
we know as the 37th 
president was 


actually a fleeing 


alien despot who 
took over the 
largest industrial 


base he could find 
on the primitive 
planet Earth in his 
mad dash to escape 
the Galactic 
Lawgivers, and then 
ruined Our planet^s 

wealth and economy 
in a desparate 
attempt to repair 
his damaged space- 
craft before the 
could 


find and punish him 


ban 


Eternal ones 


1n the torment-domes 
of the  hellplanet 

Ozob. Some say that 
the robo-dupe who 
even now masquerades 
, as the father-inlaw 


of David Eisenhower 


is nothing more than, 


a crude copy of the 


departed Alien 
Monster, with a 
cobalt bomb located, 


W 


THE LAST SUPPER AT THE WHITE HOUSE 


AKETHAT, You 
COMMIE DuftH 


TAAL ARST CAMPAIGN 
AGAINST VOORHEES... 


deep 
outer shell, just 
waiting for the 
first Probe of 
Justice to set it 
off as a booby trap 
to Those Who 
Follow,sacrificing 

the gullible 
he had 


using it 


planet 
ruined by 

to cover 
his tracks in much 
the same way a 
convict fleeing 


Devil^s Island would 


inside the, 


pour kerosene on his 
footprints to sear 


the sensitive 


sinuses of the 
baying bloodhounds 
in a race no man 
could ever hope to 
win. 

Others say that he 


was sent to our 
world by an angry 
and unforgiving God 
to start the chain 


of events that will 


inevitably lead to a 


blood soaked 
Armageddon while 
bands of Avenging 


Angels strafe the 
battleground with 
bullets of damnation 
and brimstone on 
those who would 
blaspheme and 
degrade the Name and 
the Glory by 
worshipping a 
different God 

or maybe the same 
God but using a 
different Name. 

And, 


there are those who 


ھب —— 


who learned how to 
bilk the shills in 
the gambling dens of 


the South Pacific 


theater of 


operations. "Dick" 
Nixon, he was called 
then, and a sharper 
eye for a full pay 
envelope you could 
not wish for. Many a 


combat-fatigued G.I. 


Le 


MEETING wiTH The 


hospital into the 
most notorious 
gambling hell 
between Tahiti and 
Thailand with a Dear 
John letter in his 
breast Pocket and a 
stunned, glazed look 
in his eye that said 
"Fleece Ме" to the 
ever-wary Dick Nixon 
and his band of 


native club wielding 
henchmen. 


Terr 


` 
Dick had it made all 
right, and after the 


war he started 


| 


MAKE Re 


/ 


American Cafe and 
Sporting House. 


Eisenhower, too, 


„owed а lot to Dick 


Nixon, owed plenty 
from the time Dick 
found those photos 
of Ike and Patton 
“disciplining” some 
captured Hitler 


youths in an 
abandoned French 
asbestos mine. 


Patton was too proud 
to pay up, and paid 
the price for his 
recalcitrance 
shortly after V-E 
Day. Too bad he 
didn^t check that 
throttle linkage 
before getting in 
that jeep, the jeep 
that was to take 
hin to a press 
conferance where he 


was to tell all toa 


military tribunal 
investigating 
certain disturbing 


rumors..rumors of a 


secret plot to 


D SHoT, Lv E 
say that the Beady- pulling in favors, A HEA = 


eyed drifter from stumbled bleary-eyed favors from folks 


the west was just a into the steaming 


who somehow came to 


B gambler, raking in Quonset hut Nixon; be in his debt, 


or 


the biggest pot in had converted from a folks who maybe just 


history-a grifter forward field had 


a secret known 
only to God and Dick 
Nixon. Bob Hope was 
a war-time pal, a 


— — 


drug- running 


TERS HELP N 
ыла nae 
‘6 ELECTIONS 


HANDS Dow м 


entertainer who used 
his tours with the 


BUBBLE GUM 050 Со smuggle opium 


CIGARS 


and hashish from 
Turkey and Persia undernine the free 
halfway across the world. The court 
world to be 


ав Li a 8. S. distributed 
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reporter for the: 


tribunal? Henry: 


Kissinger, another 


Barigkokx I 
Battambange 


Indian 


Ocean 


Dick^s 


puppyhood by 
ex-Nazi friend 


Mengele to lunge for 
the throat or crotch 
on command, and 


without uttering a 


growl or bark. 
STAY IN 
SCHOOL 


TILL '82 
SO DON'T GO 


Dick tended to keep 


ТНЕОМЕ! «7 


Соок as зп Earth- 


things in stride, 


even that fateful 


name the name of a 


trip to the USSR in ` x 
the fifties, 


science fiction 


obstensibly a fact- writer). 


finding mission for NIXON LODGE Rebozo and Alplanalp 

Vote For the doped-up Ike. < found the quality of 
NIXON OR Actually, it was а life on Earth, 
KENNEDY Journey to firm up — — especially southern 


his contacts with 
the KGB, and to 


Florida,much to 
their liking, and 
decided 


ee gets 


ensure a ready abandon 


to 


challenge, but Dicks 
pal, Reza Pahvlehvi 


one of Dicks supply of uranium - the home planet and 


bullyboys, lured by for "Research" remain with Nixon, a 


the promise of easy came through in purposes. This trip 


paid off big; his 
pals in the KGB 


decision they were 


cash, easy women and grand style with a 


s 
, never to regret. 
a powerful position | beautiful Jacket 
b 
. 


АҒсег 


N IXON 
+SPIRO 


kneeling at the woven from the hair recruited Lee Harvey assasination of 


usurper Kennedy,an ~ 
embittered Nixon 


decided 


right hand of Dick of Kuwaiti virgins Oswald soon after. 


After 1963, No-one 


ever won a debate 


Nixon. sacrificed by the 


There were Some Shah on the oil- 


to lay low 


tough times, too. А slick Altar of Baal with Dick Nixon. Р MAMIE for awhile and 
Keeping Ike doped up to his pal, Dick It was also during P START PACKING recoup his losses 
on the golf links L Mx, | this period that : and spin his web for 
for eight years was e Who could forget Nixon made contact the 68 election. 
not an — e Checkers? A 2 with the aliens 
task. Finding «бой: l noderately-sized | Rebozo and Ж XC 
Republican | cloth! mongrel — with a Alplanalp, who had MANIL I 
coats presented aud , доға eye and а 4 = - Earth Foun) TIME To SPEND 

В almost ° taste for commie secretly looking for 


Insurmountable 


blood, trained since Certain rare minerals 


such as Molybedenum 


AND UNDER THE MASTER'S олым? е AMERICA and Carbon, 
EXPANDED MY Hoti Zon 


ALL We 


which 
was sadly lacking on 


p 4 
their home planet. W$ 


Unwittingly,they too f 

fell under Nixon’s | 
evil Sway, and 
through them he 
recruited other 
aliens, such as # 
G.Gordon Liddy, 


H. R. Hal denan (Who 


1 the Shah, Nixon, 
ОГ ЛВ 


Тһе Three little pigs «< : [ қ Cem 


[] the land was bled dry and millions wept in agony. 
" three apostates of Hell meet? What set off the reign of terror 
! that they unleashed nearly thirty years ago? Only by examining 
this sordid, unexpurgated document can we at last unravel the 
truth and lay bare the trail of blasphemy and bullets that even ИЛЕН Z 
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` today darken the daily headlines. Years of painstaking reasearch — S 
@ and self-abnegation by thousands of. Zontar volunteers have Z$ EZ em = ЭМИШ 
@ unearthed the ghastly facts that you are about to read. Use these YOUNG HENRY осо 


facts wisely. Tell your neighbors, warn your children, for this 


"us ү must never happen again... То SATAN un 
M arg M 


Richard Nixon first met the Shah in 1953. At this time, Nixon was 
a young impressionable congressman. Warped by an unloved 
and strangely cold childhood, he was subconciously seeking a new 
father figure to replace Joe McCarthy, whose downfall he had 
witnessed with the absolute horror of a boy seeing his father 
publicly humiliated and vilified. 

The political obliteration of mentor Tail-Gunner Joe McCarthy 
threw the young Nixon into a tailspin. He lacked direction at 
this critical juncture, and sought to soothe his jangled nerves 
(and vestigial conscience) with another former McCarthy aide, Roy 
Cohn. The pair traveled together to savor the fleshpots of the 
Middle East, seeking to forget their woes by wallowing in a sea 
of moist slave obsequeisness. 

After being expelled from Cairo as well as Beirut because of 
their unrestrained camel-frightening public exhibitions, they 
found themselves in hiding at the American embassy in Teheran, 
guarded around the clock by chemically controlled U.S. Marines 
ordered to keep them under wraps at all costs. The price of 
failure for these hapless conscripts was the withholding of the 
Golden Needle, and they were, needless to relate, quite vigilant 
in their duties. 

Soon, however, Cohn found a stateside patron willing to take hia 
off the hands of the Ambassador^s staff, and he was flown back to 
the U.S. to work for the fledgling Heritage Foundation, at that 
time a wholly-owned subsidiary of the first NICPAC. 

That left young Dick alone and friendless in a strange land, 
smarting from exile and wondering about his future. 

How long he may have thus remained in abeyance shall never be 
known, for the U.S. Ambassador absent-mindedly remarked on 
Nixon^s bestial tendencies to a young member of the ruling 
family during an official function commemorating the anniversary 
of SAVAK. This young personage was none other than young Reza 
Pahvlevi himself,who was secretly delighted to hear of another 
person who shared his own base proclivities. He decided to spring 


Nixon at once. 
That evening, Nixon^s junkie guards found Valhalla instead of 
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ATHLETIC Shah Pahlavi of Iran, touring Ameri- 
ca with Ви Queen, enjoys water skiing in Florida 


VWSAS—NOSNVONV 


The former Secretary of State with Shah of Iran in Zurich (1975) 
Forces that shook existing institutions will still be there. 


Nirvana in the government issued needles. He was free,much to the 
sonsternation of the C.I.A., who could do nothing under the 
axsisting political extingencies except watch and worry. 

Nixon was taken to meet the Shah, and the unholy pair were soon 
sharing midget slave-girls and Turkish opium in Pahvlevi^s 
private Pleasure-Gymnasium. 

Days passed in a blur of debauched ecstasy as the two learned to 
appreciate the vile inhumanity they possesed in common. 
Eventually, sated beyond endurance, beyond chemical enhancment, 
they got down to business. Each saw in the other a catalyst to 
absolute power, yet they needed one thing.. a go-between. 

With Nixon in Washington and the youthful Shah a half- 
globe away, a third party was needed to relay shipments and vital 
information with absolute discretion. 

Fortunately, Pahvlevi had, in the course of his 
dissolution,heard of a young German white slaver who was 
beginning to make quite a name for himself in the Ethiopian and 
Saudi markets. The Shah therefore contacted Haile Selassie in 
Addis Ababa who was bargaining with the man in question regarding 
a shipment of recalcitrant Jamaican children who were being kept 
under sedation at a desert slave-depot in Somalia. This touchy 
matter was soon settled, however, and responding to the Shah” s 
behest, Henry Kissinger flew on to Teheran. 

This was just the opening Henry was looking for, and he 
leapt at the opportunity to expand his activities. He hastily 
dumped what “cargoes” he had extant off the coast of Greece and 
reached a working agreement with Ari Onassis to retrofit his 
cargo-holds for the carrying of bullion, armaments, and other 
high-profit items. 

They were in business. 

The rising influence of the Shah soon saw Dick Nixon back in 
Washington, and with Henry Xissinger forming his courier routes 
and drop-zones across the world, the coffers soon overflowed with 
gold and titanium. 
Their activities, always secret, were almost exposed in ^56 when 
the Egyptian authorities objected to a shipment of young Cuban 
slaves sold to the Shah by Batista for use in the Iranian 
strongman^s annual festival of Baal. 
Apparently the plight of the desperate, fear-crazed screaming 
young Latinos aroused some popular resentment amongst the Anubís- 
worshipping populace, and the central government in Cairo felt 
compelled to halt the converted oil-tanker which held the one-way 
cargo. 
Kissinger, appalled at the situation, quickly unearthed some film 
footage he had garnered during the War, and with this he 
forcefully persuaded Louis, Lord Montbatten to invade the Suez 
canal and thereby free the vessel in question. 

Shaken by the frightening near-exposure, the Trio swore to keep 
secret their unholy activities. They spent much of the next 
decade slowly building defenses and Swiss Bribe-accounts to 


silence any and all questions of their errant behaviour. ж 
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Kiesinger as Superman: True colors 
а” 


) 


, СОНМ 4 McCARTHY IN 1954 
Fat with incident and innuendo. 
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When Nixon made his Checkers speech and so vouchsafed his place 
for a second term as Veep to the ailing Ike, the three met 
secretly to lay plans for when the old general would kick ott; 
aided by Dick^s transubstantionation of the old warriors heart 
medication. Unfortunately, Eisenhower could not stand to be ine 


6) фа the same room with his heavy-jowled second banana, and Nixon 
1 never had a chance to sneak the medication out of Ike^s trademark 
{ blazer, and so spent eight years in political limbo. He kept busy 


behind the scenes, however, laying the groundwork with his” 
nefarious pals for the unspeakable sixties. Nixon^s drugged- 
beagle stare and claw-hammer intellect lost him his bid for the 
presidency in 1960, however, to the smoothly groomed Bostonian, 
Kennedy. He was in despair. Kissinger saw an opportunity to 
toughen up Dick Nixon in these days, and they made frequent trips 
to Teheran, where the Shah would escort them to the cellars of 
Savak, and Henry would seek there to calm the squeamish nerves of 
his friend. Eventually, the therapy worked, and Nixon soon 
wielded the Obsidian Blade Of Blessed Martyrdom himself, to the 
delighted onlook of Henry and the Shah. 

1963. In an unforseen occurence, the KGB murdered the American 
Chief O“State in a fit of peak after Kennedy made snide remarks 
about the mighty shoes of Khruschev to his brother Ted, a Moscow 
plant seduced to the red flag during his callow undergrad days at 
dear old Harvard, who duly reported the jape to his control, Ray 
à, Cohn, who was now on the Soviet Payroll as well as the Heritage 
NY foundation^s Board of Shame. As a favor to Dick, however, he told 
MN the trio of the KGB plans well in advance. Xissinger promised the 
Se soon-to-be-dead President^s widow to his old pal Ari Onassis, and 
set about arranging the details, which paid off handsomely in the 
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long run. Nixon became golfing buddies with Johnson, and soon had 
him agreeing to an escalation of the police action in French 
Indochina. And the Shah kidnapped all of the nubile Реасе-Согрв 
volunteers in Iran, knowing full well that Kennedy would never 
make good any threats of reprisal. All went as planned, and the 
trio gained confidence as well as cash. 4 

The triad had been quietly buying into the armament 
industry for almost a decade now, and Viet-Nam was the perfect 
charnel-house in which they could reap their unholy profits. It 
was perfect in almost every way; the populace was oriental and 
hence not “civilized” by the standards of white America, it was 
far away, and acsess by westerners couid be easily controlled 
(Although this did not keep Kisssinger^s jilted former lover Jane 
Fonda from humiliating him by describing his perverted bedroom 
habits and lack of masculine endowments to an appreciative North 
Vietnamese crowd during her trip to Hanoi). And so every bullet 
fired in anger in south-east Asia put another coin into the vast 
Piggy-Bank controlled by these three. The Shah was not idle 
during this blood-drenched period- for he oversaw through 
intermediaries the start of the Six-Day War in “67, and helped to 
turn the country of Syria into the modern police state it is 
today, instead of the pleasant arhcaelogical treasure trove it 
once was. Indeed, the poppy-fields planted by the Shah still 
produce profits today, years after his timely death. 
After Nixon was "Elected" to the Presidency іп ^68, events began 
to snowball out of control. Assured by Kissinger that Agnew, a 
cousin of Onassis, would be a stable puppet, Dick placed him in 
the sterile chamber of the vice-president^s office. He soon 
regretted this, as Spiro soon displayed a regrettable penchant 
for verbal abuse and misuse unprecedented in public life. When 
the Veep wasn^t mangling malapropisms on myriad meaty matters, he 
was a babbling buddy-boy to Bob (Woodward), who soon affixed to 
him the secret sobriquet of “Deep Throat”, and so helped to bring 
about the fall of the house of Nixon. All of us remember that 
steamy summer day when Nixon gracelessly acknowlegded defeat and 
slinked out of public office. Nixon and Kissinger licked their 
wounds (among other things) in Teheran once more, with the Pshaw 
as genial host. True, they had been defeated in their nefarious 
schemes to rule this pitiful planet, but still they were among 
the richest and most influential bipeds ever,to rise from the 
primordial ooze. Nixon and Kissinger were, however, bitter and 
vengeful. The horrible story,of the revenge they sought and 
gained to the detriment of a wounded lonely planet is not one for 
delicate ears. We at the ZONTARCHIVES are now gathering evidence 
of this crime against humanity, and in the next issue we shall 
continue this expose of a terror too truthful to be denied, a 
story of a nation’s agony and self-deception too malodorous to 
Бе! |еуе..а chapter in history almost too hideous to study. - : 
Continued next time, in Zontar #8...the full poop on..... PRESIDENT RICHARD NI год 
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IN 1953, AFTER MORE THAN SEVEN YEARS 
of conflict, the battle of Indochina was ( 
the world's oldest war. аль 


Ch. 


VICE PRESIDENT NIXON, back from global trip to 19 countries, discusses Southeast Asia 


Much Ado about Eighteen Minutes, 


or, 
Oval Office Lost 


Enter King Richard, in Pompous Finery Draped 


RICHARD; 
Oh, Damnable Infamy, thy name із Sirica! Yet aust I 
strive to remonstrate “gainst the foe in silence vile! Oh Foul 
Court of fools!. Yet, hark, а scritch at ту well-beloved chamber. 
What evil hell-spawn’d snakelet wriggles now to this, my oval 
den? 
(Enter Henry, A Loyal servant) 
HENRY; 

Tis I, your loyal servant, Majesty! And tho I say^t, as 
staunch a yeoman s did ever moisten thy sweet lobes with good 


advice and sweet Rumours in better times. 


RICHARD; 
Good,my Henry! What news hast for my fevered brow to 
apprehend? Prithee, tell no tales more of twisting turgid 
turncoatery, well do I begst thou! Has ever a regent been so 
taunted by a well-nursed advisor, fattened on the publick calf, 


as have I? Oh, Dean of my displeasure, I Will have hia! 


HENRY; 

Yet, what soft tales would you have, if not the truth? 
Shall I blunt the sword of versimilitude with the tempering water 
of respect I hold well, for this, thy Office? 0, tortured one, 0 
noble Quaker^s son, thou are wore tormented than tormenting! 
Pull not thy stinging sabre from thy beak-like sheath. (ASIDE) 
And still do yellow jackals bay at the window, But Hie me for a 


lecturer! The farce must end betimes. 
RICHARD; 
Calm you thy stern Teutonic brow, good hireling.Thou 
hast naught to fear from thís, my sceptre,so speak thy words, 


bitter and Krupp-tainted though they may vell be. 


HENRY; 

I must 
Democracy, 
not to thy knees, 


needs speak to thee, Oh embattled Falcon of 
of dack Treachery,Deceit and Repugnanance. Nay, fall 
King Richard, till full told is my toady^s 


tale. 
RICHARD; 
Lift up thy thick-tounged praises with me. Pray, Pray 
with me, Henry! 
HENRY; 
Twitch and twitch as thou wilt, M^Lord,and my story is 


short. No 
trust wrap 


thus, an” tis a simple one. We have been betrayed in 
longer до the rich tapestries of a deluded nation’s 
right regally the rounded shoulders of Richard. 

We are undone, unmade as men, 
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Indochina 


and sadly do our pikestaffs droop to the blood-decked soil of the 
land of Indochine. The shrouds of soldiers perished in folly 
march past our hooded lids, and with these shades march also the 
fears and remorses of your uncertain tenancy! The army of the 
Uneedful Dead shall never cease their roundabout drill of 
despair! Aye, and the whistling vounds and festered policies 
stride with thea in perfect unison. And yet they are silent. 


RICHARD; 

Oh, damned insolent ungrateful quietude! 
then betrayed Me, 
warrior^s grave? 


Why have they 
who enabled thea to the noblest gift, that of a 


HENRY; 

Nay, good my lord, they have betrayed only their own good 
sense and paid the price, and сап be heard no sore except in 
dreams and menories. 


RICHARD; 

Yet the betrayer remains unnamed. Terrible will be the 
strokes of the punishaent rod! Give tounge so that I may wield 
and rend, tear and destroy! Shrink not, Henry. If you vill quake 
and tremble at every drop of splashed crimson on our hands, then 
truly must thy bovels quiver as like the heaving bosom of a Maid 
plucked rudely гот the comforting demense of family and 
friends, roughly used, and flesh-peddled to a sweet-smelling 
Persian, with a sophistication of lusts unknown to the mind of a 
civilized fellow like yourself. Well, what say you? 


HENRY; 

I hesitate not from delicacy, Richard, but from fear. Thy 
traitor is a member of thy household. Thy family contains the 
Fiend! 

RICHARD; 


Pat! Wretched wife! Oh that I claspt the trollop to the 
royal bedchamber! Oh the bite-aarks of deceit upon ay wretched 
loins do purvail and fester! 


HENRY: 

Nay, good sire, tis not thy noble medicated wife. 
sainted rosy breast holds not a dirk to in you embed.. 
daughter^s Husband, foul jughead, 
misdeeds. Aye, his ears are large, 
that it were slit! 


Her 

Tis your 
who has given away our 
and deep is his throat, would 


RICHARD; 

And multitudínous will be his unending agonies! Never 
trust a General, and still less his progeny. Oh, baseborn 
traitor! Oh, Foul Wretch! Bloated offspring of a bald eagle 
evilly dashed against the sculptured stoned of secret iniquity! 
Are we truly rendered marrow-bare to the gaze of the scornful 
crowd, good Henry? 


HENRY; 

Yes, Master, as maggots left wriggling in the noonday sun 

are we; our miscreancies exude from us in a manner physical and 
visible. Brown clouds of harpy-torn cruelties arise from our 
disjointed past, to sicken and foully amaze any woebegone 
witness therof. Already bay the hyenas for the smoky rich blood 
which even now boils in our tender veins! And there are those who 
would point our way to save themselves from bathing іп that gory 
pool. Well and truly do I fear. Revenge must wait! fORGET THY SON 


IN LAW! 


RICHARD; 

He tasks me, he tasks me! And I will have him! Yet 
tremble .not, goodfellow Henry. We still have fools to trick and 
money to burn in freedom’s chase! We shall away to a western 
shore,but first we must pull the strings of our hearty puppet, 
who in eagerness to shine our celestial shoes for the meaty bone 
we have tossed him. He will continue our bidding in all things. 
So be merry , my counsellor! For when the going gets tough, the 
tough get pardons! 


HENRY; 
I am indeed a chucklepate, for I saw not that 
“scape. Relieved am I to see it. ‘As if a rabbit, harried by 


slavering hounds, tripped headlong in his panicked course to find 
a dark and cozy den, inpenetrable to the hungry snapping jaws 
without. And like that hare,we must gather what. we may of the 
fruits of our disfavor. 


RICHARD; 

Truly. We must find a bag, large in size, of the 
sturdiest burlap! Currency and jewelry can amass to a pretty 
weight, if one is lucky! 


HENRY; 

Tis more than luck, Noble Richard, as well though 
knowest! But in thy joking manner I likewise find comfort.For I 
see that all is not lost, save in name only.We can rear and dash 
away,laughing happily at any crowd who follows. We shall not 
burn. Our well-fed flesh need not crisp and smoke like so "any 
others whom we have thusly doomed. Our tender skin 15 not pock- 
marked by the bomb! nor the Bayonet or still the leaden Bullet. 
Our sallow pale liabs are not splintered, nor are our families 
aflame! 4 


RICHARD; 

Bah! Stump me no stunps! True, ve have done many things 
evil, but what of it? They were aot people. They voted not.Nor do 
they speak our tongue. Tollers, of the fieldhave neither past nor 
future. They were but dominoes on the play-field of our checkered 
past. We will always have them aplenty. 


HENRY; 
And their women are shy to the halter and strap! Yet still 
I fear the shades of our army, slaughtered in their thousands 
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HENRY; 
And their women are shy to the halter and strap! Yet still 
I fear the shades of our army, slaughtered in their thousands. 


RICHARD; 
They fought not for us, but for the misconception of 

that which we represent. Those youths, blinded by immature 
juices, sought not rightousness but glory. Aye, and found it, 
small comfort to them it shall be! They belong to Mars, and we 
shall dally with Venus.We shall face some bluster, some 
degradation, but what is that compared to that which we have 
wrought? A pin-prick? Less? More desirable is that, methinks, 
than the hog-tubs of pain and blood we leave behind as sour food 
for ghouls and juries! 


HENRY; + 

Yes, we have had some times that were good indeed. Our 
travels have brought us a welcome taste of the decadence of other 
lands more refined in certain ways than we.Now we have leisure to 
pursue those libertine ecstasies with impunity. Life, S Truth, із 
sweet. 


RICHARD; 
Aye, tis. But now we must strip our money-drawers and 

empty our hidden vaults,ere we fly into the soft bosom of happy 

History, who alone may render judgement, however impotent that 

verdict may be. We have served our apprenticeship in hell, 

so let us away, 

we^ve had our day, 

Bring Moneysacks and gold, 

and we shall away, 

Though we Пар” ly are bold, 

tis near end of our play 


HENRY; 

The false dawn of reprobation awaits, 
and we must hie to our heavenly fates, 
yet еге we feel stern Ніз” trys lash, 
stuff us full our pokes with cash! 


RICHARD; 


Away, away, slink us slowly away! 
( EXEUNT) 


A Long Road 
To Nixon's 
Last Crisis 


1 had recognized from the time | be- 
came a member of the Committee on 
Un-American Activities, and particularly 
after my participation in the Hiss case, 
that it was essential for me to maintain a 
standard of conduct which would not 


" 4 бен а WA | 
give my political opponents any solid 
grounds for attack “Even when you Vn . 
are right they will give you a rough The Tapes That Sealed His Doom el 
time,” 1 have said. “When you happen 
to be wrong they will kill you.” 
— Six Crises" , 


— At ease: Nixon eruising with 
ағ wealthy pals Robert Аһ. w. 
m planalp and Bebe Reboz0 a 


— Nee as 
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CONFRONTATIONS: Debate was the Мікоп style. 
In 1960, he squared off with John F. Kennedy 
on television; above, Nixon and JFK chat after 
going off the air. During a visit to Moscow as 


Vice President in 1959, he became embroiled The Hiss case brought me national 


in the famous “kitchen debate” with Soviet 
leader Nikita Khrushchev. Actions were louder 
than words in Caracas when a mob attacked 
Nixon's car. In 1962, after losing in California, 
he quit politics, declaring: “You won't have 
Nixon to kick around any more.” But six years 
later he made his comeback. 
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Newsweek, August 19, 1974 


fame. But it also left a residue of hatred 
und hostility toward me—not only among 
the Communists but also among substan- 
tial segments of the press and the in- 
г“ 


tellectual community. Af] vi Y Т 
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Herblock— Washington Foa 
‘Seldom has a candidate had so much experience 
at not being responsible for decisions' 


In a final astonishing display of versatility, Esquire imagines the 
protean nature of the man some of you have seen fit to make President 
of all of you. Those who have failed so far to find in him a mirror of 
your aspirations now have that opportunity. From left to right, behold 
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a President for Black Nationalists; a President for the leather boys; a 
President for demonstrators. Surely one of these Presidents ought to 
fit your style. If not, maybe you ought to forget about style altogether 
and take up something like political science. 
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hanging of the guard at embassy in Bonn: What else will change? GRAND ENTRANCE TO THE GERMAN EXHIBIT, A MAGNIFICENT COLOR-SCHEME IN MARBLE AND BRONZE. 


A sensory deprivation 
chamber 


Fear 


е goal to avoid or escape the 


certain things, we would prob- 


ably not be around very long We are brought u 
things because they are dangerous. More 


Fear is a complex motivation with : 


source of the fear. If we were not 2 


FOR A SHORT TIME ONLY, WE ARE OFFERING A 


be afraid of some 


ten than not, we learn fear 


ce been t 


о ç 
= 5 

n 
cc 
= b 
с с 
во 
қо 
> 2 
с © 

2 
22 
= $ 
42 
8 2 
7 
55 
> ° 


ten by the big dog 


sit when he 


articular fear to a fear o 


— 


g. He may also extend this p 


it approachin 


The apparatus used by 
Miller to condition fear in 
rats An electric shock can 
be administered in the white 
compartment. The rats 
learn to escape the shock 
by rotating the wheel to 
open a door into the black 
compartment They also 


earn to fear the white 


compartment itself 


when no Shock is given 
(after Miller 


ant to us in deal- 


arge or strange dogs. Thus fear is i 


dogs, or of 


ing with the 


s fear learned 
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They were put into a 


iinful stimulus 


white compartment and an electric shock was applied to the compart- 


ment's grid floor. Then they were 


1948) 


a black compart- 


allowed to escape 


n the rats were put back into another 


ment, which was shock-free. Whe 


white compartment, also shock-free, they showed all the signs of fear, 


even 


such as trembling and crouching. Although there was no actual pain 


the Second time, the white compartment had become associated with 


ain, and therefore triggered fear in the rats. Fear can be attached to 


activating system 
Guilford's three- 

dimensional model of the 

Structure of the intellect 


The apparatus used to test 
the effect of experience on 
perceptual development 
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made the rats afraid of bells too. 
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veers movement not 
Sanctioned by the Republican 
National Committee is the Rich- 
ard Nixon phenomenon. First 
there were the T-shirts that car- 
ried his picture and read, "He's 


tan, he's rested, he’ 
Nixon in 88. » he's ready. 


Then came an improm 
pro-Nixon parade hie а 
French Quarter Sunday night 
Finally, there is a band called 
The Dick Nixons. The group, led 
by Kirk the Jerk, isn’t just capi- 
talizing on the fact that the Re- 
publicans are in town — they've 
been playing together locally for 
four years. 

Their hit parade in 
"Walk Like a Dick Num EM 


"Dick Fought the La 
Law Won w and the 


Am Not a Crook 
HELL IS WAITING 


officially 


NATIONAL AFFAIRS 
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Associated Press 


*TOW even bigotry has been automated. In Georgia, the Ku Klux Klan, finding it 
N wasteful just to burn crosses, came up with a new electric-bulb-type fiery cross, 
guaranteed to last an average lifetime. Lee Davidson, grand dragon of the Georgia 
Klan, displays the prototype used last week to protest the renting of a Macon 
store to Negroes. Highly mobile, the cross can be adapted to battery power. 
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Ot Our Time — 
AND APPLY IT TO CONCRETE ` 

PROBLEMS, AND THE OPPORTUNITIES 

WHICH THEIR SOLUTIONS PRESENT. 


PRETORIA, South 
Africa — After a meeting 
with. South African Pre- 
sident Pieter Botha yes-. 
terday, Moral Majority 
leader Rev. Jerry Fal- 
well praised the white- . 
minority government 
and vowed to wage a $1 


` , million media blitz in 


support of the regime. 
He: also blasted Bishop 
Desmond Tutu. who won 


+ 


REV. JERRY FALWELL 
Plans media blitz 


the 1984 Nobel Peace Prize 
for.hls decades-long non- 
violent struggle against ra- 
сіз! segregation. in South 
Africa. 

° Falwell, a television 
evangelist who has lashed 
out against liberalism, 
communism, gay rights, 
Pornography, abortion and 
sex education in the 
schools, said he agreed with 
Botha that apartheid 1з 
more “a social reality" than 
а government policy. 

Falwell also said Атегі- 
cans were falsely informed 
about South Africa and he 
would spend $1 million on 
television advertisements 
to correct the impression. 
He said he would mount a 
campaign to promote U.S. 
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All around you, maybe, great ideas are screaming to be 
born. Some people catch on; some don’t. 
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RN discloses, Stevenson refuses. The front page of 


The New York Times after RN and Eisenhower met in 
Wheeling, West Virginia, following the Fund Speech. 


GEORGE six / Life Magazine © 1952 TIME INC. 


E 
With Fidel Castro in RN's office at the U.S. Capitol, April 19, 1959. 
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E NEW YORK TIMES COMPANY. 
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BLUEPRINT FOR NIXON 


RN and John F. Kennedy (back row at right) in a radio interview with 
other freshman members of the Eightieth Congress in January 1947. 
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Haigledygook and Secretaryspeak 


Alexander Haig is conducting a terrorist 
campaign of his own—against the Eng- 
lish language. His war of words with the 
Kremlin has turned into a war on words, 
presumably much to the consternation of 
Russian translators. Herewith a lexicon 
of Haigisms: 


Careful caution. A repetitious redun- 
dancy but preferable to careless cau- 
tion. Similar to his “longstanding in 
time.” 


Caveat. An Al-verb, a victim of the gen- 
eral's verbification program, to which 
resistance is verboten for even the most 
insolent little noun. As in: “ГЇЇ have to 
caveat my response, Senator.” 


Contexted. The past tense of Haig's 
verbicose veins. As in telling Senator 
John Glenn that his question cannot be 
answered “in the way you contexted it.” 


Epistemologicallywise. The only thing 
less clear than the meaning of this 
word is how many hyphens it should 
have. 


Exacerbating restraint. А Pushmi- 
Pullyu, as in expressing the hope that 
the Soviets would do nothing "to ex- 
acerbate the kind of mutual restraint 
that both sides should pursue." 


Menu. Used with careful caution as in: 
“In each instance the menu—and I 
use that term guardedly—of assets avail- 
able to the West will vary." 


Nuanced and nuance-al As when the 
secretary of solecism talks of "nuanced 
and fundamentally sharp departures" 
and “nuance-al differences." 


Posthostage-return attitude. An im- 
ploded word cluster that may be the 


result of reading too many NATO com- 
mand manuals in German. 


Saddie myself with a statistical fence. 
A techno-cowboy's metaphor that bor- 
ders on the kinky. 


The very act of definitizing an answer. 
A punishable act in most English-speak- 
ing countries. 


This is not an experience ! haven't 
been through before. Definitely not a 
non-Haigism. 


Out of context these phrases make 
no sense; in context they make even less 
sense. Maybe, just maybe, the Haigledy- 
gook is deliberate. As the Secretary said 
at his press conference when asked to 
clarify a statement: "That was con- 
sciously ambiguous in the sense that any 
terrorist government or terrorist move- 
ment that is contemplating such actions 
I think knows clearly what we are speak- 
ing of." Well, perhaps they do 


` ganized to build a Presidential library, 


Ar notos ^ 


But controversy over an $18,235 
expense fund nearly caused his 
downfall. Nixon saved his са- 
reer with the celebrated “Checkers 
speech” on television, which made 
the family dog a household name. 


ALL IN THE FAMILY 


Richard Nixon may not be his 
brothers’ keeper, but his Presidency 
has been a major factor in their pros- 
perity—as shown once again last week 
in the latest financial adventure of 
43-vear-old Edward Nixon. In 1970, 
it developed, brother Edward was 
named a trustee of the Richard Nixon 
Foundation, a tax-free corporation or- 


and given the sole duty of scouting up 
an appropriate site. After fourteen 
months, he had only narrowed the 
choice to three, all of them in Orange 
County, Calif.-and had received: a 
handsome $21,000 for his efforts. “Lf 
people think that is too much,” said 
foundation president Leonard K. Fire- 
stone, "let them try to hire a con- 
gultant today...” 

Edward's wife, Gay Lynne, found 
other grounds for complaint. “Tm try- 
ing to teach school and I've got two 
kids, and let me tell you, it's tough,” 
said Mrs. Nixon. “While he's off being 
paid to do nothing, I'm here alone.” 
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A PERSONAL MEMOIR of THE 
NIXON YEARS (1163-74) — 


by BRIAN CURRAN (2 Ed). 
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of it. Yet, if we go on with the idea that no 
candidate will do nobody no good no how and 
vote for a candidate who knows this and makes 
an even bigger joke out of it, then, well, I guess 
the joke's on us. 
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“Тһе ball a rolling оп” for the Whig team was more than just a campaign slogan in 184 
* paper ball (above) from city to city. Whig partisans gave to posterity the phrase 
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HARRISON 


"One can only hope that the buffoonery of 
1840 will stand solitary and alone on the page 
of history, a damning stain on the brow of 
federalism.” 

---Contemporary comments on the 


election of 1840 


As we face the grim reality of yet 
another presidential election, still stunned and 
numbed by the Nixon/Reagan years, we look 
back to the pages of history in dim hope of 
finding some light at the end of the dark, 


ih, dank tunnel called "Democracy." Of all of 
3 the elections for the first office, none has so 


bluntly or blatantly manipulated feelings and 
prejudice to the detriment of logic and fact as 
the election of 1840. 

In 1828, Andrew Jackson was elected 


! as an anti-bank, populist candidate. By 1840 


the young Democratic party was still in 
power with Jackson's vice-president, Martin 
Van Buren, who was the only vice-president 
elected directly to the presidency before 
Bush. Van Buren had never had the kind of 
popular support that "Old Hickory" (Jackson) 
enjoyed, and the powers massing against him 
knew it. 

This power was known as the Whig ` 
Party. Its brains were Daniel Webster, 
Henry Clay, and Tom Corwin of Ohio, but 
its strength was in Nicholas Biddle, former 
president of the United States Bank, and the 
banking interests he represented, and "Boss" 
Thurlow Weed of the Albany Evening 
Journal and the political and media control 


“Кеер the ball rolling." 
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Weed brought. ("Boss" Thurlow Weed is 
not be confused with "Boss" William March 
Tweed of Tammany Hall, although both in 
their times controlled all political 


| appointments in New York State. "Boss" 


William Tweed went to jail for his corruption 
in the 1870's.) At the 1839 Whig convention 
Henry Clay was the clear front-runner. A 
massive anti-Clay media campaign in the 
newspapers led by Weed and his young aide, 
Horace Greeley, along with the "dirty trick" 
disclosure of an anti-slavery Clay letter 
combined to defeat him. Clay declared "My 
friends are not worth the powder and shot it 
would take to kill them." Weed and Greeley 
brought in General Winfield Scott, hero of 
the War of 1812, but he proved capable only 
of splitting off enough votes from Clay to 
clear the way for another general: William 
Henry Harrison. 

William Henry Harrison had himself 
fought in the War of 1812, had done fairly 
well against Van Buren in 1836, and was 
known as an Indian fighter. He was born on 
February 9, 1773 in a three-story brick 
mansion on his family's Virginia plantation. 
He studied to become a doctor, but left this to 
find his destiny in the Northwest Territory. 
By 1800 he was governor of the Indiana 
Territory, a position he would hold for the 
next 12 years. 

"Manifest Destiny" was the byword of 
every white man of the day; every schoolboy 
was taught that Washington, DC was 
ordained by God to rule from sea to sea and 
pole to pole. Then-President Jefferson sent a 
letter to Harrison in 1803 urging him to defy 
the 1793 Greenville Treaty and tempt the 
Indian chiefs into debt: "...We shall push our 
trading-houses, and be glad to see the good 
and influential individuals among them in 
debt, because we observe that when these 
debts get beyond what the individuals can 
pay, they become willing to lop them off by a 
cession of lands." By 1809 Harrison 
managed, through a careful combination of 


fair bargaining, whiskey distribution, and кел 


threat, to transfer 2 1/2 million acres of 
Indian land to the United States. Justifiably 
enraged, most of the natives who lived on 
this land organized into a united front headed 
by two Shawnee brothers, Tecumseh and 
Tenskwatawa, the latter known as the 
Prophet. They proposed that all Indians of 
the Northwest form a confederation with joint 
ownership of the lands, and they erected a 
village capital where the Tippecanoe Creek 
joins the Wabash. In 1811 Harrison led 
about 1,000 men against the pesky redskins. 
It seems that the Prophet had convinced the 
Indian warriors that the white man's weapons 
could not harm them and the Indians attacked 
first. Although Harrison lost more than twice 
as many men as Tecumseh, the Indians lost 
their unity, and the next day Harrison burned 
the deserted village of Tippecanoe. This was 
the turning point of his life. The country was 
hungry for heroes and the Revolutionary War 
veterans were aging, so Indian killers were 
all the rage. 


Perhaps you have heard of the 
Presidential Indian curse? This is where it 
supposedly started. The Prophet pronounced 
the strange curse that all presidents elected in 
a year ending in zero will die in office, a list 
that grew to encompass Harrison himself, 
Lincoln, Garfield, McKinley, Harding, 
F.D.R., J.F.K., and which may of course be 
used to prove the non-life status of the Robo- 
Reagan. Judge it as you may. 
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a Nicholas Biddle summed up the Whig's 

internal view of their candidate: 
и General Harrison is taken upasa 
candidate it will be on account of the 
past, not the future. Let him then rely 
entirely on the past. Let him say not 
one single word about his principles, or 
his creed. Let him say nothing, 
promise nothing. Let no committee, no 
convention, no town meeting ever 
extract from him a single word about 
what he thinks now, or what he will do 
hereafter. Let the use of pen and ink be 
wholly forbidden as if he were a mad 
poet in Bedlam." Ambitious Whig and 
13th president-to-be Millard Fillmore 
said "The General's lips must be 
hermetically sealed and our shouts and 
hurrahs must be long and loud." 

In December 1839, the Baltimore 
Republican reported an anti-Harrison remark 
made by one of Clay's friends: "Give him a 
barrel of hard cider, and a pension of two 
thousand a year and, my word for it, he will 
sit the remainder of his days in a log cabin 
by the side of a sea-coal fire and study moral 
philosophy.” Whig leaders quickly turned 
the sneer into a slogan. Now Harrison was 
to be presented as being born in a log cabin, 
the hard cider-drinking man of the people. 

In contrast the Whigs painted Van Buren as 
a dandy, "Sweet Sandy Whiskers," drinking 
champagne and eating off of gold plates, a 
picture apt to be resented by an America 
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shown hard times by the Panic of 1837. As 
— nem danker Thomas Elder put it 
Passion and prejudice properly aroused and 
directed would do as about as well as 
principle and reason in a party contest." 

The Whig Party had no platform that 
year and rested solely on slogans and noise. 
Evangelistic religion had accustomed 
Americans to public emotionalism, and the 
Whigs found that the moral fervor of the 
religious crusades was easily channeled into 
the secular realm of politics. Weed and 
Greeley churned out uncounted newspapers 
and songbooks. (One paper, the Boston 
Advertiser, later became a William Randolph 
Hearst rag, and even now exists as the hated 
Boston Herald owned by Rupert Murdoch.) 
Log cabin campaign headquarters sprang up 
in every settlement, and hard cider flowed 
for the hero of Tippecanoe. Mass meetings 
abounded. In Boston, a procession of more 
than 30,000 made its way across the city 
including 40 carriages of Revolutionary War 
veterans and several thousand horsemen at 
its head. Most delegations had floats. 

Lynn, a shoemaking center, presented a 
huge boot. New Bedford sent a genuine 
fully equipped whale boat mounted on 
wheels and manned by six whale ship 
masters. 

The election of 1840 was the first time 
that many "m (white men) were able to 
vote. By 1840 all but six states had repealed 
the poll tax, and only four required property 
ownership. The people hit hardest by the 
Panic of 1837 wanted America to stand tall. 
They wanted a "Feel Good" man of the 
people, a hero. The Whigs played on this 
Situation to the fullest. ig merchants 
capitalized on the Tippecanoe mania through 
the sale of souvenirs. 


Upon rising in the morning, a loyal 
Whig could shave with "Tippecanoe" 
shaving soap or "log-cabin" emollient, don a 
"Harrison and Tyler" necktie, stuff a 
"beautiful pongee handkerchief with the 
American flag and a likeness of General 
Harrison" in his pocket and pin a huge 
Harrison badge on a suit with "log-cabin" 
buttons. Thus attired, the hard-ciderite 
might plant his garden on the advice of "The 
Harrison Almanac," regale his friends with 
stories from "The Log-Cabin Anecdotes," 
and write his loco-foco (Democrat) 
congressman an indignant letter on 
"beautiful Harrison letter paper" quoting 
facts from the "Tippecanoe text book." 
When tired of these strenuous partisan 
activities, he could sit on his "buckeye-log" 
steps and smoke "Tippecanoe" tobacco. If 
his parlor needed decoration, he might 
Choose between lithographs of the Battle of 
the Thames or Tippecanoe, or he might 
frame his “handsomely embossed 
Tippecanoe membership certificate." For 
entertainment that evening, the jovial T-club 
member had a choice of attending a Harrison 
song rally at the local cabin or of eting 
his miniature log-cabin flask of "Old Cabin 
Whiskey" and attending a "Harrison hoe- 
down" to dance the "Tippecanoe quick- 
step." Exhausted by the frivolity, he might 
take his Harrison cane (surmounted by an 
oaken barrel, on one end of which is 
engraved the words "Hard Cider" and on the 
other "Tippecanoe"), and hobble home to his 
cabin for the night. 

One Harrison souvenir made a 

nt contribution to the American 
vocabulary. The Whigs introduced pocket 
brandy and whiskey bottles in the shape of 
log cabins and "distributed along the lines of 
the Erie canal like Harrison almanacs." The 
whiskey in these unique bottles came from 
the E.C. Booz Distillery in Philadelphia, and 


Е 
ball rolling” got its start from Ше giant paper 
ball covered with “Old Tip” sayings that was 
rolled on at so many rallies. "Tippecanoe 
and Tyler too" is only one of hundreds of 
slogans spewed forth by the Whigs, yet it 
lingers on even now. 

Van Buren also had a lasting linguisuc 
legacy. New York City LocoFoco (radical) 
Democrats formed the "О.К. Club" to 
campaign for Van Buren. They broke into a 
Whig meeting shouting "Down with the 
Whigs, boys, O.K.!" The anti-Democrat 
New York Times appeared with the headline 
"K.O. Kicked Out." The new term's 
meaning was first kept secret and the Whigs 
had fun suggesting that it meant: “Out of 
Klothes," Out of Kash,” "Ош of Kredit," or 
"Orful Kalamity." In fact, it was based on 
Van Buren's nickname Old Kinderhook 
derived from his birthplace near Albany, 
NY. O.K. (also said to — cabalistic 
symbol) passed into general usage. 

In previous elections the candidates sat 
back and rode their reputations, but in 1840 
mobs shouted for the hero of Tippecanoe, 
thus, Harrison became the first candidate to 
personally appear on the campaign trail and 
make campaign speeches. The young Abe 
Lincoln toured for Harrison and spoke of 
cider and log cabins. Cheap newspapers 
and long speeches (some over four hours) 
had the cabin candidate on everyone's lips. 
Even the Siamese twins Chang and Eng 
proclaimed that their two votes would go to 
Harrison. 

1840 voting methods encouraged 
lawlessness. There was no secret ballot and 
no official ballot; the parties printed their 
own. Voters were accosted by rival ballot 
hawkers who were not reluctant to use 
threats or force. Color codes were used to 
help illiterates, but some were ticked by 
counterfeits. The spirit of mob violence 
prevailed on both sides with many beatings 
and fights. The final outcome was: 
Harrison 1,269,763 


Van Buren 1,126,137 


` Birney 7,069 


(Birney was the Liberty Party candidate. 
These anti-slavers became the Free Soul 
Party in the 1840's and then the Republican 
Party in the 1850's!) 


The newly elected Harrison became the 
oldest President until Reagan's election. Не 
was the first President to ride to his 
inauguration on a train. At the actual 
ceremony, he rode a white horse in a bitter 
northeast wind without a coat and with his 
hat in hand. He then confounded his numb, 
freezing listeners with his address. The 
speech had been submitted beforehand to 
Daniel Webster who “respectfully suggested 
the propriety of striking from it some of the 
classical allusions and quotations." Webster 
confided to friends, "I have killed seventeen 
Roman proconsuls this дау." Despite this 
attempt to restrain, Harrison's inaugural 
speech remains the longest ever, with all too 
many Romans remaining in its hour and 
forty minutes. As a result of his prolonged 
exposure that day, Old Tip got pneumonia, 
and with the finest medical care of his day-- 
bleeding and blistering--he was dead within 
amonth. He thus became the first President 
to die in office. John Tyler, made Vice 
President to appease the Clay forces, became 
President. 


William Henry Harrison's Blood Line 


Traces ancestry back to King Henry II of 
England (1207-1272) in direct paternal line. 


Was preceded by five Benjamin Harrisons in 
succession. Benjamin Harrison, the 
President's great-great-great grandfather, 
emigrated from England and settled in 
Virginia in 1632, where he became one of 
the largest land holders. 


All five prior Benjamin Harrisons were in 
the forefront of government. William Henry 
Harrison's father signed the Declaration of 

ndence and was the governor of 
Virginia from 1781-1784. He was defeated 
in his run for the state legislature by John 
Tyler, father of William Henry Harrison's 
Vice President. 


One of "Old Tip's" five sons and four 
daughters to live to maturity was John Scott 
Harrison (1804-1878). John Scott is the 
only man to be both the son and father of a 
president (Benjamin Harrison, 1833-1901, 
elected 23rd President in 1888). 


Soon after his death at 73, John Scott's 
body was stolen by grave robbers and sold 
on the black market to the Ohio Medical 
College at Cincinnati. One of John Scott's 
sons, John Harrison, was a doctor who 
turned up at the school on business and was 
horrified to discover his father's body 
dangling by the neck at the end of a rope. 
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ELVIS IS ALIVE! 


С SORT- OF... 
THE ZOoNTAR. EDITORS ZONTAR: Well, Elvis, it's been quite a while since we've had a chance to talk with 
— Tn 


you. Thanks again for letting us do so. 


? : VIS: Sure. Nothing's too good for 11 f - 1 
^ v ELVIS: ing' g y'all at my favorite space . Anyth to hel 
RESON T ANOTHER &xcLvs VE serve the Master, as I always say. You guys made it possible M to cim bark. MT. 


INTERVIEW wiTH THE (semi )- if it wasn't for that thing there, that, er. 
Y ZONTAR: Prottle Stick? 
DiseEmBoDIED ESSENCE ot THE ottle Stick? 


ELVIS: Yeah, that stick there, that's it. Great thing. Y'know, after that thing 
š / 
KinG G ° oF Rock м N noL. es stopped vibratin' and hummin' and carryin' on last time, I found that I was able 


to, well, "project" myself into this world in a more tangible form. It's been a 


great time the last few months back on Earth among y'all. 


ZONTAR: Yes, you certainly do look more, um, corporeal during this manifestation. 
is Heaven so dull that you feel a great urge to, well... 


ELVIS: Walk among the living? Well, y'know, Heaven is a great place, nothing like 
the stories y'here down here, y "know, but really great. Lots of interesting things 
to see, great people to talk to, great music. Roy s here now. 


ZONTAR: Roy Orbison? 


ELVIS: Right. Great guy, great singer. We have lots o'good ones up here. Crosby, 
Lennon, guys like Hendrix and the like. Fine musicians. A pity they' re all up 
here now. No wonder music stinks so much on Earth these days. Can't believe that 
Mel Torme is still down there. And Goulet. Glad to be away from those jerks. 


ZONTAR: Yeah, but I suppose they'll be up with you eventually. 


ELVIS: I have it on good authority that Torme ain't comin here. Nosiree. He's slated 
pretty definitely for the other place. Thank God 


ZONTAR: What do folks think about current events up there? Bush, Gorbachev, and all 
that? | 


ELVIS: Pretty much the same as down there on Bush. Disgusting. Y'see, we can see 
everything from up here. We know all about the Iran thing, the drugs, the business 
with Kissinger and the little Cambodian boys. It's enough to make you sick, the 
stuff you find out as soon as you get up here. Hell;I'd never ve stuck so long with 
the Colonel if I knew then what I know now! Well, he won 't be comin' here either 

I reckon. 


ZONTAR: What about Gorbachev? 


ELVIS: Well, Andropov doesn't like to talk about him much. Just says how he thinks 
that thing on his head looks like Albania. Seems Andropov can't get over the way 
those guys at the Presidium infected him with brain cancer before they elevated 
him to Party chairman. I'm not sure if he suspects Gorby or not. He knew he was a 
goner она: when һе took the job. Got а great pension for his family, y'know. 
Tough guy. I like him. 


ZONTAR: Yet you seem to have been spending alot of time on Earth lately,mostly 
in, in, where, Kalamazoo, is it? 


ELVIS: Well, as much as I enjoy Paradise, it can get on your nerves. Alot of crazy 
Earthers are playing around with that trance-channelling stuff, and alot of the 
old sage-types are getting swelled heads. You know that guy Ramtha? A total pain 
in the ass. Reminds me of Goulet. Smug, y'know. He's running around now as if he 
was the only guy around who died forty аман years ago. Big deal. All you have 
to do is wait long enough. Anyway I never did get to see much of the realworld, 
holed up in Graceland afl that time. God, I'd never go back there again! Even 
though I could pass easily enough as just another surgical job. > 


PTION of how Elvis Presley looks t 
ARTISTS сон 444 The King is Кы өле Bis 5 ZONTAR: I'm interested in what you said about Ramtha and the channellers. We have 


ing fons. Mis Aet to to deal with those shmucks all the time...they think ZONTAR is some sort of "NEW 
— Age" al ien- contact outfit! It's very annoying! 


ELVIS: It's worse up here! If Shirley and them knew just how really boring these 


2 ° prehistoric guys really are, they'd give it up right now. Most of them hang around 
e in admits together, very antisocial and clubbish. Think cause they been here longer they're 
а... ا‎ a really "special" or something. They just hang around together and talk about the 
e old days, hunting Mastodons, hassling the Neanderthals, but its not -— a all that 
vicious. A mellow bunch. Really been resting up here along time, y'know? And, after 
15 unera Was all, after you've been tusked to death by a Smilodon, you tend to take the afterlife 


kinda slow ard easy-like. 


faked and tells ZONTAR: Except for this one guy Ramtha? 


ELVIS: He's the big-shot type. Used to be a shaman, a medicine man. Y'know, wavin' twigs 
and dead rabbits over infected spear wounds when what the guy needed was a strong shot 


of secret life of Tetracycline. Snake oil specialist, y'know what I mean? Not too bright either, but 
——— M 4424 


cunning, sly. Just the kind of guy to impress those trend-addled Hollywood types. 


i Mi hi | ZONTAR: So is Ramtha the reason you walk the streets of Kalamazoo? 
їп Michigan, ,,, ies Q ра 
AS тор To OUR EDITOR ім HTALAAATZoo./ ма Е 


ELVIS LIVES IN KALAMAZOO 


ELVIS: Oh, partly. He drives me buggy, and, actually, a whole lot more 1 i - 
ested in contacting me than they are him. I don't go for that "New Age’ pe asa 
and its actually easier to avoid from down here. I really just crossed over to kind of 


ZONTAR: Why Kalamazoo? Seems like a bit of a comedown after Graceland, Las Vegas, and 


Hollywood 


ZONTAR: "Kiss" with the Art of Noise? 5 
ELVIS: Yeah, that was іс. Did you like it? 
ZONTAR: Yes, actually, pretty funny. Good demented dance record. ° 


ELVIS: I thought so. Maybe I couldve gone in that direction. The Vegas stuff seemed like 
a dead end to me. I mean, did youhear Sid Vicious’s MY WAY? Was that strange? I could 
never have sung the damn thing after that one came out. 


ZONTAR: You said you'd never go back to Graceland. Why? 


ELVIS: It's so dam full of jerky tourists and fat women sweatin’ and cryin’ over my 
grave. Gives me the fuckin' creeps, and it ain't easy to give a dead guy the heebie- 
jeebies. Actually I tried to take a look a coupla years ago, but I swear the place was 


„ 3 posters of me take š i 
Don T RE CRVEL To A n near the end. I guess it would remind those folks too much of them- 


/ “ 
HEART THATS DEAD - pleads ДОМА: Well, you certainly look fit and trim now. But when did you start losing your 
я r? 
TRE KiNG то nis Ғамдт:с fans! 


ELVIS: Bout the same time I grew the mistache and beard. Didn't take loi S i 
: Bout { t + . Stuff like 
that's a cinch once you're in the afterlife. I had some ectoplasm saved Up, and, well, 


it just felt right, since I was gonna visit the Earth for a while, to be the same 
age in appearance that I would've been if I'd stayed alive if I hadn't mixed all 
those damn bennies with that stinkin' Old Pal Ersatz Bourbon. That rotten stuff did 
as much to hasten my demise as any of those pills, 


ZONTAR: But I'm still confused. Why Kalamazoo? 


ELVIS: I guess when ya boil it all down it was morbid curiosity. Y'see, I used to take 
pills by the bucketload. I would grab a handfull o'them little suckers, kinda play with 
em for a minute, and mostly they were made by Upjohn, the drug company, right here in 
Kalamazoo. Also, I like Checker cabs. The big ones, boxy, built like a tank? They were 
made up here in Kalamazoo, too. They grow lots of celery and grapes, and I like that in 
a town. Also it has got a funny name.sorta like me, Y'know. Anyway, I sorta like the 
place. It reminds of the Twilight Zone series for some reason. Those Spooky widwestern 
towns that were invaded by aliens, or turned out to be a minature toy for giant alien 
kids, or turned out to be a cemetery in outer space. They used to give me the creeps. 
Rod (Serling) says the town always gave him the willies. He won't talk about it. Turns 
all pale and shaky. But I'm comfortable enough here. 


ZONTAR: It's hard to imagine Serling so upset by a place, or anything for that matter. 
He always seemed to be unflappable. 


ELVIS: Well, he was okay until this Ramtha business messed everything up. Really, the 
guy is a pain in the ass. One thing I am going to do while I'm down here is to stop 
Ramtha. I'm gonna catch up with that woman he channels with in California, you know, 
the dumb one with the hairdo that does the talkshows, апа when I'm finished it 11 all 
be over. I can't disclose the details here, you never know if someone might actually 
read this dumb rag. 


ZONTAR: After that, what are your plans? 


мы УК шы ELVIS: Well, I think I'll see about maybe makin' а sequel to my old "Kissin' Cousins", 
ELVIS PUTS THE Move S with maybe ChucH Woolery in my old role... 


|  ZONTAR: It's interesting that THE EDITORS have just selected the original as one of the 
ом ZONTAR MAG FAVE | 214 CINEMA CLASSICS in this very issue. 
— — € 


potential of the situation. I was too high to even know what was happening. Nice babes, 
А z though, on that one. Yvonne Craig...pretty girl, great figure. Went on to do BATGIRL. 
@АТ С! R а. CRAI G, in A I should try to get her back in the film. I was thinking of David Lynch as director. 
Or maybe Penny Marshall. 


STEAMY Scene FROM THE) „отав. Why not yourself in the old role? 


BapeLvis- FILM, "iT. HAPP- | ELVIS: There are some problems. don't show up on film, for one thing. Matter of fact, 
М — I'm starting to fade again... any last questions? 


RAVE YVONNE “MARS NEEDS ELVIS: I don't think the original was all that good. The director didn't see the full 


ENED AT THE woRLO 5 
МЕО NT NE wor! 
ER IG S: Ny. 


е 
ZONTAR: А couple. 
СОМТІМ/ЕО... вис: Well, fire away.. don't have much time... 


ZONTAR: What has impressed you most on your most recent visit to Earth? 


X 


KASS 


ELVIS: Those Brady girls! 
ZONTAR: What? 


: know... ia, Jan, Cindy, the Brady Bunch girls. I saw them on the new 
n, VERY BRADY CHRISTMAS. Thought the plot was a little contrived. Big surprise, 


right? The narents were OK, face-lifts, makeup. Florence looked better than on the 
old shows. The boys turned into total dweebs. Real zeros. Greg looks 50 or so,and his 
wife was a snotty bitch. As for the other two! They never were much, but, what are 
their names? Oh, Bobby and Peter. Total nothings. No charisma. ugly. Bad actors. It 


figures. 
ZONTAR: You liked the girls though. 


ELVIS: They're cute little things, especially that Jan, what's her name? Eve Plumb. 
Marcia seems to have mellowed a bit, less stuck up, nice kids. And little Cindy, well.. 


ZONTAR: That was a different actress. 


ELVIS: Yeah. I saw the real one on Regis and Kathie Lee. They're a great team. That 
Kathie Lee is as cute as a button. Don't know what she sees in that Frank Gifford. She 
shoud give Regis a tumble. He always looks at her legs. Anyway, Susan Olsen, she was 
on that show with Barry what's-his-name, who plays Greg. She was complaining about the 
rumors that she died of an overdose. They're confusing her, of course, with the kid who 
played Buffy on Family Affair. Anissa Jones. 


ZONTAR: Have you met her? 


ELVIS: Yes, a very nice kid. Shy. A victim of a deranged society. Drugs, the war, you 
- I blame Kissinger, Nixon, Johnson, all of them. We have alot of victims of that 
era up here. 


ZONTAR: That kind of brings us to our other question. That photo of you with Nixon, 
the time you flew out to get that narcotics officer badge. What really happened? Were 
you totally high? What was Nixon like? Did you two talk much? 


ELVIS: I don't know if anyone talks to Nixon. You basically listen. He tends to ramble. 
He, if you look at the picture, I think you can see this, he was higher than I was. ER 
Drunk. Hopped on pills. He was watching that film, Patton, over and over. He asked me у. 

about it. I aked him if he'd seen Dr. Strangelove. Не had. He said it gave him the idea 
to hire Kissinger! Can you imagine? He was inspired by that film! We're lucky they 
forced him out when they did! Everyone would E dead by now, no Earth at all. 


ZONTAR: We're lucky to have survived Ron. 


ELVIS: Time is a strange thing. Buffy, er, Anissa was telling me how you can really tell 
how time changes things when people have forgotten her and think Cindy Brady's dead. 
Ron's replaced Nixon, and time marches on. 
ZONTAR: But there'll never be another King! 


ELVIS: Well, gee, thanks for that... I guess I'm pert-near all faded out now. Well, 
next time you re in Kalamazoo, give me a call. Bring the stick, it'll be easier. Next 


time should be even clearer... í | ; : 4 ЕЕ 1 
$ CINDY MARCIA 


ZONTAR: Thanks Elvis. 
— L 


E 9m) 
ез You Can Call 


— => — 


Inthe recent Brady 
Bunch two-hour 

TV reunion, “A Very 
Brady Christmas,” why 
didn’t Susan Olsen re- 
peat her role as Cindy, 
youngest daughter in the 
original “Brady Bunch” 
TV show?—Kathryn J. 
Phillips, Arlington, Va. 


Now,. PEW | 
кіл Jest Je 


Susan Olsen, now 

„27, was honey- 
mooning while “A Very | | 
Brady Christmas” was іп 
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Science helps build a new India, 


Oxen working the fields . . . the eternal river Ganges . . . jeweled elephants on parade. 
Today these symbols of ancient India exist side by side with a new sight —modern in- 
dustry. India has developed bold new plans to build its economy and bring the promise 
. of a bright future to its more than 400,000,000 people. > But India needs the technical 
knowledge of the western world. For example, working with’ Indian engineers and 
technicians, Union Carbide recently made available its vast scientific resources to help 
build a major chemicals and plastics plant near Bombay. > Throughout the free world, 
Union Carbide has been actively engaged in building plants for the manufacture of 
chemicals, plastics, carbons, gases, and.metals. The people of Union Carbide welcome 
the opportunity to use their knowledge and skills in partnership with the citizens 
of so many great countries. Д 


eACTVAL ADVERTISEMENT from Late 19505 NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC , 
From THE ' GRIM Trony" FOLDER - ZoNTARCHIVES collec TION — BOSTON., 


— 
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"Io bad taste > ВС 


A lonely, misguided youth..a tarnished and bitter Hollywood 
idol.. What could they have in common? Моге than one might 
think..How does the guidance of the MASTER force young minds into 
the harsh mold of Co-Prosperity and upright Fun-dementalism? 


Let’s find out, shall we, in this personal testimonial of faith 
and Pre-Conversion... 

HE WALKED ALONE 

(Ав told to the EDITORS by Ed McM.) 

Lowell, Massachusetts.Birthplace of a billion shoes. The year? 


1930. А dusky evening 
intimations of mortality.. 
And so did Young Ed walk alone that fated night, his careworn 
Shoes kicking woebegone pebbles into the murky canals of his idle 
youth. 

His mind..was as cloudy as the smudged and dank skies above. 
Ponderously Ed, young, fretful Ed, stole a furtive glance at his 
official Buster Brown Pocket Watch, and hastened his pace to 
match that of the rusted and abused second hand, a pace warranted 
to get him home to the ancient holy Philco. 

Ed planned to warm up that very Philco this evening. That Very 
Evening he would tune in to a show on that beloved appliance. 
Tune in to His show. The broadcast that alone made his warped and 


perhaps overburdened by threatening 


undignified exsistance marginally bearable, even for а short 
time. Yes, Young Ed, young depressed Ed would soon disten once 
again to Colonel Stoopnagle and Bud... his trembling fingers 


brought the cracked bakelite radio to life.. 


There was static. Like a safecracker, like a surgeon, like a 
musician,Ed tuned that well-worn dial. Tuned it to that point on 
the fascia where he had long ago scratched a thin and precise 
line, to mark where lay the best reception. It was a thin line 
indeed..it was in fact the line between reason and insanity for 
Ed and it was stretched banjo-string tight. 


p.23 


panting 


Feverishly, 
with an agonized pleasure as he drew near the station where the 


Ed brought the indicator nearer and nearer, 


Colonel ruled supreme, with Bud as prime minister. But..instead 
of the familiar theme song Ed realized with HORROR and 
APPREHENSION that his show, his Beloved Show, had been 


SUPPLANTED by an ALIEN BEING in the outer atmospheres. Stunned, 
Ed listened to that cracked, fated Philco..Ed listened to his 
first Illumination regarding his heretofore abysmal future. 

Who can know these first words Ed recieved from the MASTER? 

Dare we surmise? Whatever this first word was, it was not to be 
the last. 

And so, over the many nights that follow, Ed hunches close to the 
battered reciever, occasionally nodding, often chortling, but 
ALWAYS listening with deep regard for the plan of the MASTER. 
Perhaps we can envision this young fellow, this Ed, as it were, 
as we peer through hindsight’s smeared window..There he is.. 
daily growing more pale іп his devotions, more ascetic in 
appearnce as he kow-tows to the holy, glowing appliance. 

Thus do weeks pass, and then months. His ruddy-faced Hibernian 
Dad becomes increasingly worried about the beefy young lad.. 
"Ed!", he would cry down the unlit basement stairway to his 
missing firstborn.. 

"Son! Come up to the light of day, lad! You cannot spend all your 
time like that! Och! Och! shure an ye 11 be going blind lad, and 


drive me daft in my lonely old age! O Ed! Ed! Ed! My little 
Eddyboy!" The elder McMahon would collapse sobbing among the 
empty beercans, whimpering "Ed....Ed...", as all too often his 


enfeebled inquiries went alas, unanswered. 
A TROUBLED TIME (Spring 1935) 


College Freshman. Frosh. State U. Campus Life. Ed. 

Ed. Big Ed to his pals, Edward on the dotted line, One syllable 
glottally stopped on the back of the throat. Ed. Our Ей, his 
temples still proudly bruised and noticably swollen confidently 
walks with blustery stride across the grassy knolls, his feet 
firmly encased in shoes of the finest Lowell leather. Today, this 
Ed of ours has a mission, for the Master has at long last 
broached his secret plan for total alien world domination to Ed, 
his willing pupil. 

Who among the living would not be as proud, walking hand in 
tendril with the Master, across academia’s unsullied grass? It is 
no wonder that Ed wears a secret smile, for today he helps the 
Master in the great Plan. But Ed hides this tiny grin for he 
knows he must start small. 

Ed must start among his fellow students. 


ET PM ALWAYS SAFE WI THE MASTER!” ` 
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YOU AND YOUR FUTURE 


And so we find the reason for Eds gleeful walk across campus. Ed 
is walking toward the future... and in that future Ed must join a 
fraternity..live in a frat house. drink cheap beer. Ed must 
mingle with the young humans. 

Ed must get a job. 

Ed must go to the employment office on campus. 
Ed has no car, so he must walk, and on the way he ponders his 
fate, trusting in the plan.. 

ED GNASHED HIS GOOD IRISH TEETH as he shined the shoe-mountain. 
The piles of SHOES were of every hue and description. From 
Cordovan to Oxblood, Loafer to Wing-tip to sedate brown oxford, 
Ed shined them all. 

Beneath Ed” s stern grimace during that summer of 1936 there 
rested a resoluteness belied by his expanding girth. A life of 
Monoservitude could have been woesome and repetitive yet Ed knew 
joy in his lot, FOR HE SENT CASH TO THE MASTER and so endured. 
His mind and soul knew that such trifles would be returned unto 
him myriad-fold. 

And so was Ed ushered into young manhood. Entered the Modern Age. 
Ed of the six-day bicycle race. Ed haunted by the promise of the 
MASTER, who alone was the flickering glow in the dank tunnel of 
Ed^s destiny. 

Ed followed the whims of the MASTER. From Jersey City did Ed 
travel forth, embarked upon а troopship with course set for the 
flaming peninsula of Iberia-a ship indeed to be greeted by the 
dark eyes of Spain and the haunted visages of the Lincoln 
Brigade. And so does Ed find a trench in a country full of 
trenches. Ed finds a trench in a country at war, and LO the 
MASTER reveals unto him, to ED, the unspeakable experiments 
in TELE-SCREEN DOMINATION taking place AT THAT VERY MOMENT far to 
the North. 

Again Ed ponders his Spanish predicament. 

Whisked off to serve the dark maven of History as a voiceless 
pawn of blood and bone Ed suddenly realizes that he is the 
unwitting victim of a cruel and childish prank. 

Realizing this, Ed heads north to serve the MASTER, listening as 
always to the voice of the MASTER. So does Ed’s first glimpse of 
Franco’s teeming hordes becomes his last as well as he bids adieu 
to the blood-splattered hills of once-fair Catalonia. 

Impeded by restraints, Ed broke through. 

Entangled by borders, Ed got by. 

Enthralled by spectacles, Ed turned his eyes to the goal. 
Crippled by tight shoes, Ed hopped a bus. 


ED WANDERS THE LONELY COBBLED STREETS of Europes forgotten 
capital. 

He nostalgiacally kicks Austrian pebbles into the swirling Danube 
with his good though tattered Lowell shoes, now stained with the 
disfavoring spittle of a thousand foriegners. Yet Ed, resplendent 
in his squalor,does not walk alone. > 
Does һе not have the MASTERS omnipotent enlightening brilliance 
to shine on his footpath to truth? Does not the voice of the 
MASTER even now fill Ed“ s red and chafed ears with sacred 
utterances of of encouragement and faith? Does not this 
otherworldy murmur cause Ed to pustch his hungry way into a 
replusive yet aromatic Bratwurst Haus while he thinks, 

“Аһһ..во much like home..yet, different.." 

And so he sits dejected. He sits in a dusty booth rendolent with 
the saurkraut of decades past. Ed is haunted by the ghosts of 


these dim repasts, and his empty stomach growls in repugnance and 
desire. He sits ignored by the seedy brown-shirted patrons. They 
are the callous ones, the natives,indifferent to the ragged young 
American. ` 

Young Ed, seeking truth, sits alone. 

And does the leflled with the grace of the Master. 

All channeled through Big Billy, cheerful alien emissary and all 
round right guy. 

Ed listens to the liquid tones of Big Billy. He remembers these 
words for the rest of his earthly exsistence Ed eats for the 
first time in a week as he listens to these words. 

He eats and listens, and the MASTER picks up the tab for Ed, now 
and forevermore. Big Billy speaks. His tone is chum-to-chum. 
"Say, Brother, this Zontar is OK by me,let me tell you!" 

So saying, he makes a circle of approval with his manicured thumb 
and index finger. 

"I can tell yer a pal^o the MASTER..I can always tell. I’m built 
that way, see?.. Eat up, my friend, and you 11 never go hungry 
again...That^s it, Kiddo! Hang tough! Grit yer teeth, and the 
MASTER” 11 always see ya through!" 

Good advice, thought Ed as he sated his body on the delicious 
Kinderwurst. Thus did Ed find a meal..a meal to remember. Ав he 
ate, our mystified Ed regarded the-sharp electric glow that 1 ag 
replusive yet aromatic Bratwurst Haus while he thinks, 

"Ahh..s0o much like home..yet, different.. 

And so he sits dejected. He sits in a dusty booth rendolent with 
the saurkraut of decades past. Ed is haunted by the ghosts of 
these dim repasts, and his empty stomach growls in repugnance and 
desire. He sits ignored by the seedy brown-shirted patrons. They 
are the callous ones, the natives,indifferent to the ragged young 
American. 

Young Ed, seeking truth, sits alone. 

And does the lefay 
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ИД How to bandage a war. 


ғ You do it a wound at a time. 


A person at a time. With all 
your skills as a nurse. With 
all the cheerfulness in your ° 
heart. You do it because you 

want to. You do it because 

you're an Army Nurse. 


The Army Nurse Corps.. 
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orts, and ingest them greedily before the holy Aura that hovered 

above them managed to subside and fade away..? This glow was 

somehow..warped..distorted by the stranger^s presence yet from it 

a strength enters this man. He was apparently being fueled by 

the very presence of the MASTER^s vital minions although he was 

in fact pointedly ignored by both them, and ZONTAR as well. 

What broke this rude fellows mind? Did his turgid impropriety 

during a holy moment in Ed^s destiny DOOM him and his country, 

his continent, his planet and his generation to years of agony 

and depredation? Apparently.. 

Ed and Big Billy were blocks away as this subtly transformed 

figure in charcoal grey pustched his poisonous way toward Munich 

and the history books, yet they spoke not of him, and paid him no 

heed. 

They could not hear his primitive pedegogery. 

They were among those spared eternal torment. 

They were the lucky ones. 

They walked, then, through the dim streets, and Ed listened and 

learned as Big Billy, as an emisarry from the MASTER, told Ed of 

the fate that would be His Very Own. 

The two continued all night, and Ed had no cause to stop, for his 

feet had ceased hurting. He was now a servant of He Whose 

Servant^s Feet Shall Never Feel Pain...the best Shoe іп the 

universe. 

Ed was spared such petty discomforts. 

But could he ever attain the exalted status of one such as Big 

Billy? Would he, could he,should he, be the Big Billy of his day? 

Occasionally Ed would laugh a laugh of deep and enduring 

jocularity as they strode forth. He had never laughed this 

particular laugh before in his life, yet this selfsame laugh 

would be his trademark. 

With this good-natured belly-laugh of prosperous mystification he 

took instruction from the Teacher, Big Billy, who never ceased in 

his information sharing task. 

They strolled, they pondered,they conversed, and the deep promise 

of the MASTER lay under every rich understanding chortle. 

The luminous glow of Big Billy and his ozonic majesty seemed to 

fade bit by bit as the sun rose, glinting hesitantly in the 

bloodstained eastern sky. The east was red. Did this stop him? 

Did Ed learn less during this penumbral period? Was Ed bothered 

as the rosy cheeks of dawn revealed that he was, in fact, 

conversing with an ethereal manifestation who even now was going 

Ç the way of all things? Ed was indeed not bothered. 

2 + He was now Big Ed! Big Ed was happy. Big Ed was now a jewel in 
\ AA - . the crown of the MASTER, a codicil in the very Plan itself. Big 

Ed was hu-man no longer. 


around Big Billy. A protective aura for a multi-dimensional D 
entity? He knew not. Yet perhaps the tangy and crisp odor of 


ozone heightened Ed“ s already stout appetite. Did this sudden IONARY DISCOVERY 


turn of luck whet Ed^s appetite as he drained yet another stein OWL 
of good dark Austrian beer? How could it not? How could the Ed- NV ZA A 2 
figure remain unchanged after the triple shot of ersatz bourbon, “MG Ni a 
yes, Old Pal bourbon, best of the best..reverently dispensed from 
Big Billy Putnam^s very own hip flask,made from Hand-Tooled 
Leather?. He could not remain the same! The warm amber elixir 
carried Big Billy”s own body heat into Ed^s tormented brain and 
somehow soothed Ed^s unslakable fears. 

It is,then, no wonder that Ed follows with near meekness the 
jovial figure as they leave the rancid beer-hall. 

But who was this bedragged figure with the scraggly tooth-brush 
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same booth just vacated by our old pals Ed and Big Billy? ) ZA PRESS AND PUBLIC 
And just how did this wild-eyed tramp find blessed Ed^s very mek А 


THE PASSWORD TO WHITER BRIGHTER LIFE.” 


And so Ed again traveled the bitter salt sea. 
Ed came home to America. To find his dream. Ed was home. Big Ed 
was finally home. 

the ALL PERVASIVE WISDOM OF THE MASTER traveled with Ed. Ed was 
GRACIOUSLY ALLOWED, by the MASTER, the satisfaction of serving 
the Intolerant One in the burgeoning industry of Television. 


1941 CULVER CITY. 
A small dirty village at one time, and now a suburb for the 


unspeakable moguls and tyrants of Hollywood. Even here there are 
small furnished efficiency kitchenettes to rent. In such a 
dwelling is Big Ed. 

He sips reflectively at his OWN hand-tooled leather bottle and 
thinks. His dues are paid. His tab is carried by the house, so to 
speak. His own tiny circular television screen is a tribute to 
experimental glass-blowing technology, а cathode-ray delight 
illuminating the secret shames of certain key Californians 
through the magic of the МАЗТЕК в own sattelite feed. 

Ed chortles, yet changes the station. 

What does Big Ed watch now, as he sips once more at the ersatz 
bourbon? 

It could be himself..Himself through the sorcery of the 
kineoscopic process. He shakes his head from side to shaggy side 
in inebriated self amusement.. He is (onscreen) barely 
recognizable on the black and white receiver - a tepid vision of 
bespangeled clowndom! 

Yes...YES! Ed is a clown for the MASTER. 

A Proto-Clown, an experiment in mirth and proselytazation. 

Big Ed is the Neo-Bozo of the pre-war era. Archtypical with his 
baggy checkered drawers and soda siphon. 

His audience? Small. Only twenty seven people in the Los Angeles 
viewing area own television sets. 

The rancid greasepaint serves to taint his now holy nostrils and 
tickle further his shiny nasal passages, swept clean by the 
Vishnu-like fury of Zontar. In these sinuses there lingers only 
the warm amber aroma of Bourbon, a pure and holy aroma indeed and 
in fact. 

He watches and wonders; Am I reaching them? Will these giggling 
kiddies remember their old clown pal when they grow into mature 
cannon fodder? Is the MASTER pleased with my feeble mortal 
efforts? 

There is a short painless knock at the door; Ed^s swivelling eyes 
pin the envelope in place on the grimy rug where it had been 
placed, slipped under the cracked doorway. 

The hoof-steps of person or persons unknown retreat audibly in 
the distance. 

Big Ed slowly opens the manilla envelope. the still-moist stickum 
parts easily yet warmly like the lips of a licentious lover. 
Inside, there is a message. A message from none other than the 
Intolerant one.. 

it read thusly; 

MY SON, O MY SON..WHY HAVE I FORSAKEN THEE?. А fearful message 
indeed. 

Grunting in trepidation, Ed joins the Marines, all according to 
the holy PLAN o“the MASTER. 

Later that fateful year, Big Ed the Marine, Big Ed the Ex-Clown.. 
Big Ed the near-forgotten sits alone. He fiddles in the cockpit 
while the world burns. 

His engine is hot. His ailerons function. His rudder is covered 
with unblemished yellow fabric. 

Yet, Lo, his flight boots are heavy on his sweating feet. The 
MASTER has other things to do. Zontar remembers, yet must remain 
torpid in this time of travail. His reasons are nesseccarily the 
best.But Big Ed is certainly not entirely alone..He still has the 


hand-tooled leather hip flask vouchsafed to him by Big Billy. It 
still merrily sloshes when he picks it up. It will never be 
drained, for the MASTER, though temporarily absent, leaves tender 
tokens to help Big Ed in his hour of need. 

Big Ed feels as any mortal does. Doomed, Frustrated. He whimpers 
for the MASTER as he closes his canopy fashioned of brightest 
Perspex. He taxis perplexedley toward the end of the runway. 

The palm trees do not sway in a holy way this one early Sunday, 
for there is not yet a Divine wind to stir them. Something is in 
the air. 

The Japanese are in the air, but Ed no longer cares. He is 
gloriously airborne, the clumsy Corrugated Devastator bucking and 
wheezing in the bright Sunday morning air. 

Certainly the Hawaiin weather is unlike the early Decembers in 

Lowell that Ed remembers. Ed muses, raising once again the ever- 
full leather flask to his never-slaked and trembling lips. 

His bird, his craft, his pearlescent Devastator wings ever 

forward, the single radial engine throbbing grumpily. Big Ed is 
befuddled by Bourbon in its purest form. He does does recognize 
the swooping grey aircraft as they pass below his trembling 
wings. He sees the rubber-nose red circle on the wings of these 
graceful deadly airplanes, yet he does Mot react to the threat of 
the rising sun. 

His numb fingers twitch, but they do not reach for the radio 
below the air-speed indicator. Ed looks at the pretty birdies. Ed 
has troubles of his own. The pale ghost of a chortle rises past 
the bourbon and emerges boozily through his devout lips. Ed 
realizes then that the MASTER is not yet finished with him. He 
must be patient. Ed promises to be patient. A tiny whisper from 
Zontar, still on Venus, reaches Ed's febrile brain, and Big Ed 
rejoices and turns for home, his silver and yellow monoplane 
glints in the morning air. Ed searches for a runway, but is 
confused. 

What is all that smoke? 


OKINAWA 1945 

A special time, a magic setting. Big Ed looks affectionately over 
his broad shoulder at the gleaming cobalt-blue Vought-Chance F-4U 
Corsair. The upswept inverted gull wings extend proudly from 
the firm wingroot. Yes, Ed was proud of his aircraft. He was 
also proud of the fiery role he had played in bringing the 
occupied Pacific Со-Рговрегісу Sphere just that much closer to 
the MASTER, utilizing the six .50 caliber wing-mounted machine 
guns that were even now being reloaded by Ed^s eager ground crew 
in preparation for an early afternoon sortie. 

Leather-clad, Ed shambled toward the converted Shinto Temple that 
now seved as an officers club for the war weary vets, and also 
for those like Ed. 

The native bartender drew a foamy mug of Occupation Beer from the 
brass tap protruding from the belly of the statue of Buddha that 
sat on the bar top. The bar top had once been an altar. Ed looked 
around. Aside from a card game going on on an overturned tomb- 
lid, the place was quiet. The jungle humidity was kept at bay 
somewhat by a large airconditioning unit set above the recess 
once occupied by the temple bell. 
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Dusty bones crunched forgotten as Ed the beefy minion approached 


the card sharps. He new them all. Жас EM one. The 
dealing the greasy deck. 
Californian, Dick, who was dea g g 8 


b a nervous 
Occasionally Dick would pause to ru 
perpetual five o^clock shadow, wiping the beads 


his drooping jowls. 
— тай Dick saw Ed approach the makeshift table and motioned 


of glistening 


tily, 
— = AA empty coffin on one side of Tail-Gunner Joe, а slight 
aintence of Eds. 
Disi" ponderous prognathous appendage «обем ian pe - 
° dded and shook the proffere and, a 
introduced to Ed. Ed по be enm 


slyly wiped his hand on his pant leg to rid his 
other^s evil dampness.They played cards. 
Once in awhile Dick would giggle to himself, 
as well as Tail-gunner Joe. Ed was silent, and kept his 
counsel. He filled his beer-mug and his pocket frequently 
the time for his patrol arrived. 

He got up from the game and took his 
strode toward the door. 

Tail-gunner and the new guy, Dick, were playing for 
favors when he left. Have they no shame, he thought.. 

He crossed the hot tarmac and roughly shouldered the mechanic out 
of the way as he swung his great bulk up and into the cockpit of 
the refueled Corsair. The huge, four-bladed prop whirled into 
air-chewing motion, nearly maiming the mechanic, who scrambled 


upsetting Ed greatly 
own 
until 


leave,weaving slightly as he 


postwar 


ing blades of 
desparately out of the way, cursing both the spinn 

ме м and the stupified Irish lout who activated them. Ed paid 
absolutely no attemtion. He fingered his hand-tooled leather 


bottle with a grand Hibernian fondess for the MASTER. 
The deadly aircraft swung north towards the Japanese mainland, 
the steamy August sun shining on his shoulder. 


He tested his guns by playfully discharging them upon, some 
coastal religous ceremony taking place on a dirt road beneath 
him. 


He cursed as he noticed that the armament groundcrew had 
mistakenly loaded his guns with a regular seven-to-one tracer to 
shell ratio, rather than the steady tracer stream he had made his 
trademark. Damn their inefficiency! 

He swooped low as he cleared the coastal plain. Incompetence 
everywhere, he mused, as he lifted his never-empty flask 
mock salute to the fallen figures receding behind him. 
He kept a steady northern course. 

Oh well..The war couldnt last forever, whatever the 
might say. Ninety minutes later,he saw below a vast 
urban area..a no-nonsense Pittsburgh-type city. 

He was now near the northern coast of the Nipponese homeland, and 
with a sigh of anticipatory boredom he dropped through the air, 
and accelerated toward the smokestacks and factories below,doomed 
under the shadow of his red-hot shattering .50s. He laughed 
thinly as he brought the nose up sharp at 1000 feet and leveled 
out. The giant Pratt-Whitney radial purred fiercly and smoothly. 
011 pressure; steady. Plenty of fuel, airspeed 250 MPH...the 
well-worn red trigger button lay under his calloused thumb as Ed 
warmed to his bloody task and looked around. 

In the blurry distance his bourbon soaked eyes spotted a fine 
unscarred white building. Through the alcohol haze — saw ele» a 
large red cross painted on the roof..what a target! Great! y^ 
tempting..so juicy! He hoped that there was plenty of film ES e 
gun camera as he began his run. He had saved the two 200 poun oh 
„painted as they were а cheery yellow as they hung peret 
beneath his wings..He swooped toward the target, grinning affably 
at the tiny figures who were running about and waving their ciay 
antlike arms. He waved back as he released the twin harbingers o 


was 


in a 


optimists 
industrial 
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flaming death....First one, then the other hit directly upon the 


painted cross, and tore through the top of the buildin; Ed 
circled. The bombs would hurtle all the way to the мере 
before they detonated, Ed knew. Не always set his own proximity 


fuses. 


Thank heaven for the four-second delay; he chortled to himself as 
the first red licking tougnes of flame crackled through the 
shattered windows on the ground floor of the huge white edifice. 
The rolling thuderclap of molten death consumed the unfortunate 
building, blowing out walls and windows, sending severed limbs 
and broken office equipment hurtling through the air at вап- 
killing velocities, flying forth in gory torrents of 
implacability. 
Big Ed, far above the whirling maelstrom he had so proudly 
created, laughed right out loud as the explosions reached the 
heart of the doomed hospital.Perhaps it was the boilers which 
exploded, perhaps an underground fuel storage tank. 
Whatever the source,Big Ed watched in unspeakable revery as 
white-hot steam and debris suddenly engulfed the entire area, 
blanketing the tiny scurrying figures. Ed smiled; he felt and 
could almost heard the dull Crump of the explosive vapors ignited 
in those curious long white vehicles parked near the target. 


Oddly enough, most of these also had red crosses on their now 
flaming roofs and hoods. 


Ed grinned. If only Big Billy could see! He climbed to 14,000 
feet and cast a long affectionate look оп the chaos receding 
below. What a glorious day! He lifted his leather flask to his 


lips and drank, deeply, gratefully. 
As he left this tormented scene he saw a giant American bomber 
wing toward the city he had just bombed. It was way above him 
at 20,000 or more. The silvery craft was flying alone-no fighter 
cover accompanied it.Ed waved in greeting as they passed, and saw 
a frantic, panicked wave in return. 

Ed call to them even though his radio was turned off.. 
"Hey Fellas..Target^s already marked!! Happy hunting!" 


He sped homeward, yet less than twenty minutes later a bright 
white flash of energized light bathed the entire Sky. Ed was 
mystified. The light flared in the cockpit, and Ed was roughly 


buffeted by some sort of primal disturbance.He quickly sobered up 
enough to ríght the errant aircraft, and felt a strange feeling 

as if this odd light had somehow entered his body and soul.. Was 
it the MASTER? Ed wondered. 

This strange tingling entered his brain and spinal column 
seemingly diffused throughout his being. He felt warm all š 
all through his vital organs. 

All the minor aches he ever felt evaporated right then,all at 
once. His abused liver stopped hurting and his brain shook itself 
out of the permanent fog in which it was instilled...The Bourbon 
haze receded and Ed heard the voice of Zontar, unclear at 
first,slowly becoming comprehensible. This soothing alien voice 

spoke to Ed of many things, withheld nothing. 

In awe, Big Ed listened as the MASTER delineated his plans for Ed 
and for the Future..Ed himself was changed in mysterious ways. 

He could feel the sodden fullness of his leather flask and knew 
that it was an omen of the bountiful harvest that the future 
would bring. Big Ed felt good. He was confident. The MASTER 
instructed him all the way back to Okinawa. 

The groundcrew marveled as Ed^s plane appeared in the sky above 
the landing strip.It glowed, fiercely,radiantly, as if inside a 
giant flickering candle-flame. They saw that the propellor was no 
longer turning. They saw that the flaps were not in operation, 
and yet they saw the aircraft settle gently on the black tar, 
settling straight down as if placed by the caring hand of an 
unseen force. 

As the craft settled, the glow around the periphery dulled 

somewhat, and the lucky witnesses were aware of the even brighter 
glow coming from INSIDE THE COCKPIT! 

The perspex canopy opened and from the actinic glare they heard 
the enriched chortle of the metamorphisized Ed. 


and 
over 


And the ground crew hid their weak, mortal eyes as Ed, now a 
looming figure of mysterious portent, stepped from the Corsair 
and into the hearts of humans everywhere. These lucky few were 
the first to regard Ed in all the MASTER^s glory, and in this 


they were not afraid. 
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A wimpy Regis- Type = that VS h Featuves CCC-RYCH- 
Quick Schemes IN AW of These ruavams, FAKE interview 5 A 
Ane імлекеубтей By fa AOS Fur... THE PRODUCT, Jeffrey Bland 
THE MosT FR\GHTEMNG of THE PRODUCT | TESTIMONTAlL Show 5 15 withat 
DoveT THE ERIN GRAY-HoSTED Амузакд PRoQ RA^. АмузнкА Hevsecf +S SCAR 
ENOLCH, WiTH HER RODENT- Like FACE AND CLiche— RUSSIAN Spy- Accew T, 
But Ms. CRAY HERSELF is TRULY ноту Кул с. THKouGHou THE FAKE Men- 
“VIEW secmewTS SHE APPEARS TERRIBLY EMBARRASSED, ім A 


QUITTTECTUITITIT TCU Liste ЕТТТІТІІІІШ ІІ) 


к... v STATE of PANIC, SPEEDING THROUGH HER LINES ^ ERvavs L4 while 
WAIT!--\M DEAD, SHe Looks FRANTICAIly ABouT—AS IF TO MAKE SURE THAT 
L| ITS ALL OVER! 


| NO-ONE 15 WATCHING HER HN ATN. T +í Imposs ble To 
| WATCH HER WithoUT TRyin G TO Gvess WHATÎ WRONG. TS 
ЙД 586 THE Blackmail! VICTIM of same ТилстеР LESE AN CULT 
DominaTED By THE Icy Ами КА HERSELF € CERTAINLY, THIS 
(tn e WORST DIRECTED of All THESE SHOWS, Mowe o € THE 
(wQ WG AI (еккогмаусев at THE Fake "Аиогємсе“ Ano “GUESTS ARE iw Key, 
“THE Living will ENVY | AT owe Point A Former local 8есу19- Qveen, Comes GUT 
_THE DEAD ZON TAR. | Ano READS HER LINES ABouT (еСиСгте mith АЦ the stiLteck 


PRONUNCIATION Ano False SiwCeRi ту of A Beauty Самтегт (owTe$sTAn T “exp CAinin c" HER 
Оее?- FeLT Love of Country To THE/PACEANT 7596665. 


ANvSHKA is the most dds rei, And OR. FeoeR тонм DAVIDSON DORIAN CRAY 
- wRink ig do ccc, IS The most Ridiculous Fi gure er тнє PROOVCT Shows C Нет 
Creve wih A Фаме Sun- TAN and (они Whe Ам Aging € oo AH Азот 
S Сет). THE SLICKEST Are PROBAGL THE LINDA CHAE (QaMETICS stows 
. — — -_ 
WHICH CENTER o^ THE "SEMIN ARS" Сомоустео в LOA HERSELF-=— Presen tock A 
A NEW- АСЕ EOSPAE ES Gu. LINDA opevreTes5 out of А сміл- Cen Te Rm Cum- 
plete WITH Beaute Fel assistant Се, UHO WAR ToCA- Lie DRAPERIES, 


SHE INSTRYCTS INITIATES INTO THE MYSTERIES ор GCAVTY --- supposedly 
бе Found ім the SUBLIMINAL SHAPES » 4 | 


of THE HAIR Ano FACE, HER CHANGES 
UTTERLY TRANSFORM вота THE EXTERNAL 
CXheq look much wose) Ano THE INTERNAL 
CSPIA\TVAL) Lives oF HER CLIENTS, ALL of 
THES is POR Formed AGAIN ST Hy Ло С MEW- 
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CAREFUL WATCHIN € Tuts T : 
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'We get 42 cable channels ... 18 of them are: 


P I Md, 


Dear Zontar; 
I have sinned, I have sinned against you. You, gracious Alien that pu 
- are, gave me an opportunity to change the world and I rebuffed You. 
TUM U You gave me the chance to help my brethren on this 
ТЕ, K РЕ A planet and I failed them and yous It was so quick, so brief a moment, 
МЕРЕ ДЕШ. , Yet that tiny period of time perkaps five seconds іп lengnth will #67 
V+ & 
4 


a: remain in my memory as an eternity of Hell's Own Damnation. I must 

6 Фи. confess to you пом» When I, a resident of that city known as Boston, 

turned my rusty automotive leviathan «own that street in exclusive Brook- 
ull dd ] line in search of a shortcut to the site of my daily labor, little did 

4 И I realize that I could, with one swerve of my cracked and chafed steerg 

| Ку? ing wheel, change forever the course of the river of history. Isis for- 

= É give me, for I blanched at the test. Mey my withered bones be blasted . 

to powser by the scouring winds of the sacred planet Venuse 


7 


yss The street was devoid of life, save for myself 
Z Pe a and my pre-ordained prey, who мог a jogging outfit of crudest spandex. 
SE. Red were the stripes upon the pant-legs of his umktkrt costume, and ite 


waite were my knskcles upon the fateful Wheel as they clenched tightly 
in recognition of the madman Dukakis ав he jogged effetly down the 
р mori ed sidewalks of Brookline, haven of the rich, bane of the disenfran- 
>. Chised. 
a Bis ayes, beady under his cunningly primitive single brow, met 
my own, Fear was in his eyes. My hands tensed, ready to pin his obscene 
form beneath the prow of my iron chariots I could have dragged his life 
less form behind me in a glorious re-enactment of the fall of Achilleso 
Thrice I could have dragged him round the cecaying walls 
of Mass. Mentale Hospes whose budget he Ras cut in twain, I could hare 
laid Ris corpus triumphantly at the feet of those wanering homeless 
whose exsistance has by him made baneful. 
Bis tattered body, stripped of 
dignification, woulc have rolled in the lazy polluted rolling current 
of Boston Harbor, a feast for the jellyfish and bait for the lobsterse 
I was tested, and found wanting. Because of my inactiog 
my indescion, the fated moment passed and the sky darkened with the anger 
of Zont ar. My prey recedec in my mirror, and he jogged on, towards the 
presidency and the fall of civilization. I had displeased Zontar, and I 
felt his greatest punishment- the lack of his ргезсепсег My sacred neck 
wounds healed. I know now that I must worship false gods and smoke fale 
pipes, for Zontar has left me, My stubbled cheeks are creased and cra ck 
by the tracks of my tears; I wander alone on the forlorn planet of my 
birth, and I know how Zontar has cursed me, for I must «гіуе the high- 
ways withoub end, searching eternally іп vain for another opportunity, 
my LeSabre another Flying Dutchman, and my self another Vandervecked, 
doomed, doomed. For I have known tke baleful glory of Zontar's pleasure 
as I now know that Life сап be erm worse than the peace of 


— Sincerely. 


, 
the Dweller in the 
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ФАКТА ZONTAR 


— ONAN 


2 
UNRULY 

аи HAIR s 
— Stays Neatly — 
- Combed. 


- OR Dies - FH 


ГА 


Thanks for the latest ZONTOWER-as usual, a truly worthy 


publication... Some points raised by this issue: 


I was indeed saddened to hear of the impending demise 

of the COMBAT ZONE. Whilst it could never hope to compete 
with the sleaze centers of, say, Hollwood or Amsterdam, but 
the potential was certainly there. With a bit of loving 
cultivation, it too, could have held its head high in the 


company of the world's renowned Trash Villages... 


This brings to mind the passing of NEWTON'S AMUSEMENTS in: 
Durban. Although not a porn area (porn, though immensely 
popular here it's strictly illegal), NEWTON'S played to 


United Pres: 


rowdy sailors, brassy tarts,down-&-outs,bikers, curious 
“Buss bonnet” jor civil-dejense workers wil 
+ 


but cautious tourists, trendy lefties, the whole number. 
Amongst its attractions were Dodgem cars, knock-em-down/ 
shoot-em-down stalls, a fortune teller or phrenologist or 
two, and, the main drawcard, hall upon hall crammed with 
penny-arcade machines. In the later years, the inevitable 


— NS electronic games put in their appearance, but the real fun ° 


2 ННІ " lay in the old mechanical stuff: jerky mechanical fortune 
“jena Най: . 4 tellers in glass booths; macabre laughing clowns; string 
ji ñ; kin j i PZ; puppets controlled by push-buttons; rifle-ranges that in 
êl ur Sté ^ in , PE M their time must have laid to waste the equivalent of more 
bs 9 than fifty thousand times the total bear population of the 
world; hand-cranked "what the Butler saw" machines revealing 
pale, plump maidens in fluffy lace bloomers; machines 
resembling antiquated one- armed bandits with which one 
could punch personalised messages onto aluminium badges; 
curtained cubicles in which ones driving abilities were 


allegedly tested---ah, halcyon days! The City Planners, 


ling + 
И Your Leg? 


. “м. 4 


in their infinite wisdom, saw fit to free“ the city of 
` qa "blight"--score another point for the Antiseptic 
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сцеско Аве ALWAYS weLcome - EVEN From THEM Í 


Environment. Chris J. Magson is a prodigious talent & welcome фаг Miess- VIENNA À AY 
newcomer(?) to the ZONTOWER staff. Who is this пап ? (( ZONTAR ONLY RA 
KNOWS !!! ED.)) His article on the Brady Bunch was revelation itself. > 


The Bunch were always the highlight of my television week (how I wish 
they'd re-run it here),but I'd never quite realised why. Young Magson 
pulled the whole phenomenon into crisp focus..... 

I loved your "Rubber God" editorial- despite its SIGNIFICANT RELIGIOUS 
INPLICATIONS, it was hysterically funny. I hosed myself (to use a 
local expression). Column 2 of pg.6 in particular, is destined to be 
universally recognised for its literary greatness. A monument to 
proselytism; enough to put even jerry falwell to shame- speaking of 
whom: I was delighted to read of his imminent arrest for child molest- 
ation (Criswell predicts). As for his publishing "Gay Boys in Bondage* 
has Anita Bryant been informed ?!!! *Did you know that there are fond 
links between the South African government & America's Big-Buck 
Fundementalist Broadcasters? For example, when our Fuhrer was last 

1n the states, he was given a warm reception by falwell. Further- 
more, the State-controlled T.V. service (Orwellian?) frequently 
praises these Dollar-Gods in "news documentaries", Says something, 
doesn't it? (That is, 1f you hadn't worked it out already). 

"The Pirate Adventures of Captain Hook" sounds quite mindboggling- 
come back Jimmy Swaggard, all is forgiven! Which reminds me, howcome 
ol' Swaggie-babes didn't make the "Hell List" on pg. 38? I found the 
list most entertaining, but feel duty-bound to lobby against the 
inclusion of: Me("Them" can stay), The Ritz bros, Andy Warhol (if 
only for discovering Joe Dallesandro),Peter Ustinov, Joan Baez & 
Rivers (though Rivers would probably be bored & jobless in Heaven), 
Charton Heston (a couple of ZONTARs ago,you were lighting candles at 
his revered alter-is he Fallen From Favour ??!),(( YES, we still 
worship him in his HOLY FLICKS, but, he has earned a 
place in Hell for his fund razing for the Reaganoid- 
ED.)) Paul Lynde(Iused to hungerly devour his shows 
on 16mmin the good old days), & thats about it. Would 


Dears! 


you forward my recommendations to the MASTER ? lm sending vou this article out of an older issue of FILMLOGBUCH. because you bi 
1 à maybe 


THEO Р. PA МСА (11 с have never got it. Our (former, publisher, а greedy and stupid littie man. thought it too 
REP. OF SouTH AFRY cA e expensive to send the mag. but never let us know this. So - | am sorry for the delay 


- ЗА vety боео OLD PAL ОР, 
MASTER AnD АП ARounp 6 


here are the xeroxes, | eve’) marked them for you 


ç 0 v АТ Please keep іп bg i а Ф — — 


the more or less autobio- 
graphical GLEN OR GLENDA 

( aka THE TRANSVESTITE, 

HE OR SHE ?, I CHANGED MY 
SEX, I LED TWO LIVES), 

well as others ( see RE/ 
SEARCH #10 pg 158, CROW # 
25 pg 28) had another outlet 
for his worldview; the 
novel. Brave, but sexploit- 
ational cries for under- 
standing like WATTS...THE 
DIFFERENCE?, WATTS...AFTER?, 
TV LUST, COLLAPSE OF THE 
BALCONY OF USHER,KILLER IN 
DRAG, IT TAKES ONE TO KNOW 
ONE, DIARY OF A TRANVESTITE 
HOOKER, CENSORSHIP, SEX, AND 
THE MOVIES, awan ORGY of THE 


DEAD -i/lustaatedD Film Book!) - 
(SEE PsYcHoTROMIC VIDEO d | - 
222: „Rar WE START THE 

A y ERY Lucky Find.. 
WANT Moge? aus EJ Есо POS 


WARNING: it is presentec 


ЕРЕ. нт о 


INTRODUCTION 


There are indeed thousands of stories written 
about men who thrive on wearing girls’ clothing. In 
fact, if we are to believe the word of psychiatrists 
and world authorities, the very existence of the 
‘true’ transvestite revolves around female attire, 
Whenever possible these persons will seek positions 
where they can dress and work as a girl Many 
don’t own one piece of male thread in their ward- 
robe. That wardrobe is constantly being added to, 
and as any girl can attest, it can be an extremely 
expensive undertaking. Therefore it is not incon- 
ceivable that when the demand is strong enough 
some will steal to satisfy that urge. Few are in a 
position to afford their every want. 

However, clothing to the transvestite is much 
more than a want. It becomes a fixation which 
must be served with all urgency. Wasn’t it Phillip, 
Duke of Orleans (1640-1701), who was so devoted 
to women he wore female attire fifty percent of the 
day out of complete respect for them? Perhaps 
there is a great clue in the Phillip fact. The all-con- 
suming love of women; so much so the ‘true’ 
transvestite is not satisfied with possessing a girl, 
he must also possess her complete identity. 


The GREAT-FILM maker ED D. 
WOOD JR., maker of PLAN 
FROM OUTER SPACE, JAILBAT TN 
BRIDE OF THE MONSTER, 
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One will find very few laws existing in most states 
against cross-dressing unless some crime has been 
committed while dressed in such attire. But then 
where a crime has been committed what’s the 
difference if the bandit is dressed like a sweater girl 
or some outer space goon? The bandit has always 
been a clever one at disguises. It is his way of life. 
No doubt the change of appearance doesn’t permit 
his escape forever ... but let’s face facts that any 
disguise gives him a certain advantage. It stands to 
reason if one’s appearance is changed, any witness 
would have a difficult time in establishing what 
he had or had not seen. 

Unless the crimes are so horrendous as to bring a 
special public furor, little is ever heard except when 
one searches through the back pages of some news- 
paper. Then it has to be a newspaper from the 
area the crime has occurred. These chapters, how- 
ever, are a collection of those little-known, little- 
publicized crimes; but crimes nonetheless dastardly 
in 


scope. 
Most ‘true’ transvestities would rather close their 
eyes to the fact that such ‘DRAGS’ are around; 
that certain ‘sisters under the satin’ do exist. But 
even in their denials, each will pour forth a plead- 
e- Su ing as to the innocence of their clan. 


here for EDUCATIONAL PURPOSES ONLY ЕГИ 


“We have no real transvestites mixed up in such 
things!” 

Be that as it may! 

“The Queens used our clothes for their own 
purposes, now we have the criminal creeps.” 

Also—Be that as it may! 

Somewhere between we find a thin, defined line 
which differentiates between the sane and the in- 
sane. One cannot say that each bandit, hold-up 
man or what have you, can be classified as insane. 
But a person taking up a gun and demanding 
another person’s property certainly has some mar- 
bles missing. 

Figure it this way ... The enlightened shop- 
keeper has extremely few cash dollars in his store 
at any one time. Most transactions in any business 
in this advanced age, are done by check. 

Take a liquor store—the major target of any 
villain. Their biggest ‘TAKE’ nights are Friday 
and Saturday nights. Where and what, then, is that 
"TAKE"? Checks! The general run of the local 


liquor stores are frequented by ‘old standbys— 


those who are well known to the owner or his 
representative. Their credit or their check is good. 
The man behind the counter doesn’t need a lot of 
cash on hand. If it were actually known. the owners 


of those places would rather not dea] in cash at all. 
It's a long time from Friday night until Monday 
morning when their money can be deposited in an 
account at the bank. 

Recently there have been a rash of holdups on 
Taxi drivers and those men who drive the home 
delivery bread trucks. Many of the robbers were 
men wearing female attire. It is on record that 
there were a total of seventy-eight dollars taken in 
sixteen robberies . . and every criminal was caught 
no matter what his disguise. One will do life be- 
cause the butt of his pistol landed too heavily on 
the back of a Taxi driver’s head. 

‘She’ was a beautiful looking thing; her silver 
satin dress could only be topped by the short, white 
fox jacket she wore. Mink would have been too 
much, and another fur, not enough. 

David P—, the taxi driver, always felt he could 
size up his passengers immediately they got into 
the vehicle. That girl was one who would stand out 
in any crowd. Perhaps she was a little high on 
herself as she put the silver, four-inch, spike-heeled 
shoes over the door jamb of His taxi, but a lady 
all the way. She flipped Ber long black hair a few 
times while David pulled down his red flag, then 
said, “The Hollywood Bowl.” 

David had directed his cab to the Bowl hundreds 
of times in his thirteen years with the cab com- 
pany. But it was going to be a long drive from his 
position which at that point was far out in the San 
Fernando Valley. But then it had been a long drive 
out there in the first place, and he did have to 
return to his own territory sooner or later. What 
better deal than to have a fare going all the way? 
When the Bowl was in season, driving to it became 
one of the occupational hazards of his profession. 
But David P— was to have something new in 
his life ... Something he’d like to have forgotten, 
because David P— was to die that night. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Shirley Myers came into this world as Charles 

Myers, the son of a migrant farm worker and a 
beer-bar floozy who made the father’s life miserable 
from the very start. The original lay was as unim- 
portant as any other until the over-sized bitch 
announced she was pregnant. Even then little was 
done about the pronouncement before baby Charlie 
was actually born. 
- That's when the crap hit the fan. Charlie's illegit- 
imate father was never to see a dollar he could call 
his own for the remainder of his life. The woman 
held her bastard child over the man's head in every 
way she could. There was always the threat she 
would demand he marry her ... As ignorant as the 
poor man was, he fully realized he wanted no con- 
tinued affair with her. She was as ignorant as he, 
but she was also a horror of face, body and temper. 
The woman had been a simple lay a few times when 
the man had had too much heavy wine or beer. But 
he also knew he was stuck for support. His only 
problem was that if he had let the law handle the 
details, he probably would have emerged from the 
whole thing with a few dollars of his own. However, 
as with most of the ignorant, he wanted no part of 
the law, and her threats had him believing she 
could do everything to him she claimed. 

Charlie sensed his father's predicament in his 
very early years, and it quickly became apparent 
there was no love lost between him and his mother. 

Every time he heard his mother démand more and 

more money from the man, Charlie withdrew deep 

into himself. He wanted to cry out for his father to 
take him away ... but the years which passed 
proved that could not be. His father was on the 
move; wherever the crops demanded his presence. 
To &dd more hatred to Charlie's already steam- 

ing fire he learned about sex through his mother's 
promiscuous love affairs in the adjoining bedroom. 
The woman let nothing interfere with her love 
making, and the words from her own mouth as well 
as those from her lovers left nothing to the imag- 
ination. It was all there, every crying shriek of 
their climaxes; the sound of the bed springs as 
naked, sweating bodies found their joys of violent 
release. 


Charlie knew the affairs were all wrong. He knew ` 


that it should be only his father in that room. He 
also knew his mother never took his father into the 
bedroom, even when he brought her his whole pay 
check. Everything was all so wrong. 

After a time he found himself wishing he could 
have been the woman his father had met. He cer- 
« tainly wouldn't be cheating on such a great guy. It 
was many more than a few times he wanted to kill 
her, but he didn't want to die himself and he knew 


was to be done away with there would be no one to 
protect his father or to think kind thoughts about 
him. His father would never want him to do that. 
But he had to find a way of being more important 
to the old man. 

Perhaps the idea really formed about the time he 
grew into his teens. There were a few times before 
that in which he slipped into his mother's night- 
gowns when she was away. It made him feel that he 
was a bit more of the girl who could comfort his 
father. The fact was he actually hated the gowns 
themselves because they did belong to his mother. 
However, he had none of his own and never 
had any money to buy one; at least they were 
around, and they were better than nothing. And 
since he felt wearing the soft nylon or satin mater- 
ial made him closer to his father, he was able to 
elminate the mother feeling from the garments. 

But as he grew into his teen years he met a girl 
he really went head over heels for, The meeting 
came about the same time his father was in town 
for one of his brief visits. The mother knew abso- 
lutely nothing about the boy's infatuation or she 
probably would have killed the affair from the 
start. After all, she needed the boy completely to 
herself in order to keep the father in line, : 

it was, the boy and his girl, Shirley (the name 
he would later adopt for himself), 2 with the 
father in secret and their friendship became appar- 
ent from the outset. Charlie, in the beginning, was 
happy that his father made such a fuss over Shir- 
ley, but as time went on a certain jealousy took 
over his mind. Not because the girl and his father 
got along so well, but more to the fact had he been 
born a girl perhaps his father would be showering 
— with еі газар of affection. Girls always 
more out of such situations than boys. The old 
thoughts of being his father’s mate estat more 
and more evident in his plot of things. Day and 
night the thought plagued him until he knew he 
y а something about it. 
irley had once told him he was enough 
to be a girl so that became a basis for 2 certe 
conversation he decided to have with her. They sat 
in the darkness of Shirley's living room watching an 
old western on television. Her mother and father 
would be gone for hours; since they both knew 
Charlie to be a 'delightful boy,’ they never had any 
qualms about leaving their daughter alone with 
E they knew nothing about his family, 

e was apparently from ‘ 4 
чаран у good stock' апа could 

Shirley wore a fuzzy green angora sweater with a 
matching green skirt. She had on knee-length white 
stretch socks which ended in green and white, low 
heeled shoes. The more young Charlie looked at her 
clothes, dug his fingers into the soft fur of her 
sweater at the shoulders, the more he craved wear- 

~ing the things himself. But just how to go about it 
was the boy's problem. He and Shirley had in- 
dulged in some juvenile petting during the two 
years since she had met his father, but it had gone 
no further than that. Once he had let his hand drop 
down to a sweater-covered breast and she had 
shrugged away. That had been months before and 
he'd never tried it again although there was the 
intent in his mind on several occasions. Shirley had 
developed a lovely body early, and at fifteen she 
looked much more like eighteen. Of course Charlie 
а) Y^ i attributes which Shirley was so 
proud of, but he was sli i i 
ра ght of build and easily her 
At the point his hand caressed the fur-li 
sweater he did remember she had told him 3 
would have made a pretty girl, but it was all in jest; 
something which was said on the spur of the mo- 
ment, then forgotten. Forgotten, perhaps by Shir- 
ley, but not by Charlie. He wondered how he could 
turn their television evening into some conversation 
whereby she might make the observation again. 
Those first thoughts of really wanting to get fully 
dressed in girl’s clothing are the toughest moments 
of any transvestite's life. Yet strange as it may 
seem, when approached, the girl will go along with 
the gag as one big joke, and have a ball in the 
process. Charlie couldn't know that fact, however, 
because at that time the desire to completely trans- 
form himself into а young teenage girl was new to 
him. He honestly і "t understand his own de- 
sires. All he knew was that he wanted to do it: had 
to do it. There was still much of the father love 


would get much more attention. But 

1 Е to actuall; 
сеч іп Shirley' clothes brought heat Ж Tis 
orehead and an erection to his trousers. The few 
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murder was punishable by an eye for an eye. If he - А 2 А | 


U 
other times 


the way he wanted th 

em. He wanted that 
Sweater and i arem 
“Aras and the skirt, and whatever else went with 


The conversation tarted si ы; i 
m de from — о Me Ва 
Шеу leaned Íorward in her i 
4 “с s з 
s arm. ‘You want to see — ж 
Not so's you notice it.” ў 
“What would you Ç 
"n "d knowing wink, vereda теми 
8 not а bad idea either.” But hi 
Searched over the clothes on her entire ae 
anu back, deep into his shoulder, and the fur of tre 


said it, but his throat had 
“T don’t even know wiht canes’ 
ман Кы Не fought to get some measure of 
. Well It's a game 
rig Pd е guy’s started fooling around with late- 
3 Ше boy becomes the girl and the girl 


"You mean you'd wear my clothes and become 
the boy—or 
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Shirley giggled again. “Sounds crazy, but Im 
game for anything new ... Like all those hippies 
and people in the news. You can’t tell the boys 
from the girls hardly, in the first place.” She 
pouted. “But I wouldn’t want to wear those heavy 
pants and shirt you have on. Tell you what. I’ve 
got a blouse that looks like a boy’s shirt, only it 
isn’t and I've got slacks ... Maybe that will do?" 

Charlie’s eyes lighted up like a lighthouse bea- 
con. He had to play it a little, but then also he 
couldn’t let go of the game idea. “Well it isn’t 
supposed to be played that way. But if that’s the 
way you want it—Sure ... Only I’ve got to have 
the girl’s clothes.” 

“How about what I have on?” 

Her words had been more than he had hoped for. 
"Sure ... That's the best way." 

“From the skin out?" 

""That's the only way the game can be played." 

"Then what do we do after we're changed?" 

Charlie thought quickly. "Oh, neck around a 
little ... Only you've got to be the boy. You do all 
the work ... Just like I do...” 

She became excited. “This might be fun." Then 
she looked down the front of her angora sweater. 


aiu won't be able to fill out the sweater like I 
lo." 


“ГІ manage.” 
Shirley was sold, and when she came out of the 
m she was wearing a pink shirt blouse and 
blue slacks, She grinned at Charlie and Pointed 
back toward the bedroom. “Everything is on the 
bed. You can change in there.” 

Charlie moved to the bedroom as slowly as he 
could since he didn’t want to raise Shirley’s suspi- 
cions as to his real motives. But no matter how 
Моту he moved his mind raced with the speed of a 

E : š > 
аа на experience which would change his 

He took a long time in dressing. He stood naked 
in front of Shirley’s full length mirror and watched 
as he let the sheer nylon panties drift ever so slowly 
up along his legs until they fully encased the lower 
part of his body. The brassiere was difficult in 
hooking as he had never hooked anything from the 
rear before. But the sensation of doing just that 
gave him a swelling below which he had been 
denied in the past. And when the brassiere was in 


place he found a pair of bobby socks in Shirley’s 
dresser which he stuck into the cups. At the same 
time he found a long scarf which he knew he would 
need for his head. His'hair was so short and boyish 
and in looking at it in the mirror he promised 
himself that the hair was going to be long; he would 
never get another haircut. 

The pink slip, which matched the panties and 
brassiere, came down over his head in a whiff of 
Shirley’s body perfume. The sensations in his groin 
were almost more than he could stand. But he was 
not going to let a quick ejaculation spoil the re- 
mainder of the evening. He was going to be fully 
dressed and he was going to neck and pet with 
Shirley until the very last moment. That moment 
when he would have to change back into his own 
clothes before her mother and father came home. 
Then would be time enough for him to view himself 
in the girl’s full length mirror and do what he knew 
had to be done. 

Shirley’s skirt fitted snugly around his waist and 
he knew in advance the feeling had to be all he 
believed should come. He buttoned the back button 
and zipped everything into place. Then as he 
slipped into the softness of the angora cardigan he 
experienced a thrill which sent shivers up and down 
his spine. His erection throbbed almost beyond 
control, and only a full concentration kept him 
from shooting off. He concentrated directly on his 
image in the mirror as he buttoned each button 
securely into place. The illusion of what he saw 
reflected was nearly all that he had expected. He 
actually did make a striking girl. The scarf which 
finally curved about his head was fastened in a 
tight bow which added to the long oval of his face. 
A lipstick which he found on the top of Shirley’s 
dresser added the final touch. There was much 
more make-up spread over the dresser top, but 
since he didn’t know how to use it, the lipstick had 
to suffice. However, upon surveying his hair, he 
made a mental note that the art of full make-up 
nust be learned. 

The only drawback, before leaving the mirror, 
the bedroom, and rejoining Shirley, was the erection 
which pushed the skirt out so noticeably in front of 
him. How could he be the lovely girl which came 
back to him from the mirror if he had something 
like that preceding his leg movements? He was 
hottern’ hell; a furnace burning in his guts, but all 


chat had to wait until he was the girl with Shirley. 

Shirley was not so withdrawn when she came 
into the room and saw the lovely girl standing in 
front of the mirror—the bulge in the skirt or no 
bulge, she liked what she saw. ... 

“Who did you think you were kidding?” she said 
with that same sly glint in her eyes. 

Charlie looked at her dumbfoundedly as the 
young girl stripped off her pink slacks; with the 
panties coming down at the same time. She moved 
to stand beside him at the mirror, then before he 
could do anything about it, she had reached down, 

then up under the skirt and held his erection 
through the pink nylon panties. ... 

“I haven't been a virgin since I was thirteen,” 
she informed the boy, and led him across to the bed 
where she sprawled for him—her legs going tight 
about the waist of the boy who was fully clad in 
girl’s clothes. The one thing about girl’s panties is 
the looseness of the elastic around the legs. It gives 
for so much play. Charlie was in no position to stop 
her. He couldn’t even if he wanted to. It was his 
first time and it was proving to be sensational. 
Even though he was on top, he was the girl. He was 
dressed in the softest sweater he had ever seen. He 
was dressed in a skirt and the girl had recently 
discarded slacks—pants—Charlie was the girl and 
he knew it. But he *ook her from the top with all 
the power of any first time. 

That was when Shirley’s mother and father came 
into the room. Not only had they returned much 
earlier than expected but Shirley’s screams and 
moans of sexual joy caused their immediate appear- 
ance. Charlie pulled away like a shot and sped past 
them, leaving behind a crying, moaning, unsatisfied , 
girl who screamed for completion. All that Charlie 
could do was race out of the house and head for his 
own; there was no time, of course, for changing 
clothes. Had Shirley been wearing high heels he 
might have had a rough time in the escape. But she 
had not. The green and white shoes with the low 
heels were no less comfortable in the run than his 
own sneakers might have been. 

Charlie burst into his own house and stood pant- 
ing, with his back to the door for several long 
moments before he realized his mother and a 
strange man, both naked, were on the living room 

couch and looking directly at him. Where was his 

explanation? He had none. His mother gulped a few 
times and her friend of the evening wasn’t quite 
sure what it was all about. But his mother was not 

about to make herself look stupid in the eyes of a 

new lay. She simply took up her glass of whiskey 

and said, “Go to your room daughter, I’ll speak 
with you later.” Then she rolled over and took her 
lover in her arms again, digging his face into her 
shoulders so that he couldn’t look toward Charlie 
any longer. She certainly didn’t want her lover to 
know the girl at the door wasn’t a girl at all, but 

a boy. 

Although the mother and the lover had their 
clothes on when the police came, it was still quite 
evident what had been going on. But the affair of 
the moment for the mother was not the direct 
concern of the police. 

Yet nothing was of real concern to Charlie except 
that he had been caught in an act of sexual contact, 
and that he probably would never see Shirley 
again. He had not finished what had been started, 
but he did want to be with the girl again. For a 
long time after he removed the sweater and the 
skirt; but not the slip and other undies, he lay on 
the bed stroking the fur of the sweater. He had 
found the love he needed. But he did so much want 
his father to see him in the girl’s clothing; then he 
would know exactly how he felt. Charlie would be 
the girl that his father needed. 

The police walked into Charlie's bedroom unan- 
nounced just after he had put the sweater and skirt 
back on, and had started his masturbation in front. 
of his bedroom mirror. It was the second time be 
had been denied a climax in one evening. His frus- ' 
tration was only overpowered by the fact that Shir- 
ley's mother and father had charged rape, and Shir- 
ley had gone along with them. She had been forced 
to disrobe so that he could put on her clothes, then 
while she was in the bedroom putting on something 
else, the boy had charged in upon her and raped 
her. No one ever thought to ask the girl where she 

undressed to give Charlie her original clothing in 
the first place. But there was Charlie actually wear- 
ing the green angora sweater and the skirt when 
the police found him. And the boy was doing things 
to himself, while wearing the clothing, in front of a 
mirror. It all summmed up to the fact the boy was 
а going Queer and something had to be done. After 


arrest, anything Shirley or her family said would be 
taken as Gospel. 

Their story was taken as Gospel, and Charlie was 
convicted of rape. The only thing Charlie wanted 
along the rape line was for his father to rape him 
(her—the girl he invented.) However, Charlie’s age 
was in his favor and after only two years of a ten 
year sentence he was released in the care of his 
father, who had spent every dime he could lay his 
hands upon for that relase. Charlie would have to 
stand Psychiatric treatment for another three 
years, but there was no Psychiatrist who would 
ever be able to help him. 

With the deepset insult of rape against him, as 
well as the innuendoes of Homosexuality because of 
his girl’s clothing during the alleged rape, Charlie 
was to find a strange class of people in the juvenile 
detention farm. He also learned that work was for 
the squares. After the first few days when he 
learned what the other inmates thought about him, 
he decided to become exactly their conception of 
his character. He became the girl friend of the 
biggest and toughest kid in the farm group, and 
when that one was discharged he took up with the 
next. And so it went until he himself was released 
in his father’s care. 

That was the something Charlie had wanted all 
his life; to be with his father. His father knew of his 
desire for girls’ clothing by that time. After all it 
had been played up in the papers, and Psychiatrists 
of all kinds had brought the fact out over and over 
again. Therefore at the time of his release, Charlie 
knew that he would get his female wardrobe and be 
able to take care of his father as he deserved. 

With borrowed money, also from his father, 
Charlie bought an exquisite yellow skirt, blouse 
and sweater outfit. His hair had been cut short in 
the farm camp but a beret took care of that. He 
was so proud as he dressed in a motel room, mas- 
turbated in front of a toilet mirror, then called a 
cab. At that time, he had lived with his father one 
week. They had talked about his desire for girls’ 
clothing, but his father had advised against it. 
After all, Charlie was on parole of sorts. But Charlie 
was to have none of it. His father had told him over 
and over again that when the parole and psychiat- 
ric period was up, everything would be alright. 
Then he could dress any way he pleased. There 
never had been an actual sexual desire to make a 
bed partner of his own father, only to be a woman 
around him and do things for him which the 
mother had neglected. 

Charlie was not about to wait for the parole 
period to end. Besides, no one was watching him 

. Especially in the town fifteen miles from the 
farm on which his father had finally gotten a perm- 
anent job. His mother certainly didn’t give a 
damn, any longer. Since Charlie was of age now, 
she couldn’t any longer claim funds. Charlie Myers 
was almost on his own, except for reporting in once 
a month to a parole officer. 

But as Charlie looked at the perfect reflection of 
the girl in the yellow outfit in the motel, and did 

what he had to do, he wanted to go yet another 
step. He needed a girl’s name. Charlotte came to 
his mind almost immediately, and he liked it. 
Therefore when the taxi company asked who it was 
they were picking up, the name came out Charlotte 
Myers. It would be the only time the name Char- 
lotte would ever be used. 

The yellow clad girl paid the driver off with ber 
last five dollar bill, and turned to watch as the cab 
traveled back across the dusty farm road. Then 
she turned to the small shack in which she and her 
father lived on the far East acres of the place. She 
smoothed out her skirt; adjusted the sweater over 
the blouse so that the buttons ran perfectly over 
the seemingly well-developed left front of her body, 
then moved forward. 

Her father sat in his favorite rocking chair. The 
television blared out a rock ’n roll program; some- 


thing she knew he never watched. But his éyes were ' 


open and the program was in full force, Only the 
eyes were not seeing anything. The man had been 
dead for hours. 

For a long time after that Charlotte tried to find 
Shirley. She wanted to kill the girl more than 
anything in the world. She took odd jobs wherever 
they would hire her. A waitress. A corn husker. 
Anything where she could be the girl. But even as 
she got her first job, a waitress in a small Midwest 
town, she changed her name to Shirley. She wanted 
to degrade the name which stopped her from the 
years she might have spent with her father. It was 
then that Shirley began to hunt Shirley. There was 


no degradation the synthetic Shirley wouldn't do to 
discredit the name; anything from homosexuality 
to blatantly being a whore; a whore in the only way 
she could. There were a few times some man might 
have found out the truth about the so-called "girl" 
he had taken to some hotel or motel room. But 
Shirley knew the way to keep the secret. 

And in this way Shirley worked her way across 
country, always on the trail of the real Shirley. But 
always the mirrored Shirley was steps behind. Thus 
she finally found herself at a small diner in the San 
Fernando Valley of California. Money was running 
out again, as it had a way of continually doing for 
the waitress of many states. But as fate would have 
it, the original Shirley came into the diner with a 
very important-looking personage. They were on 
their way back to Los Angeles from a week's trip to 
the Kern River. 

Although the synthetic Shirley didn't think she 
would be recognized, she kept to the background 
and let them be waited on by someone else. But she 
did keep within earshot, and overheard their plans 
for attending the Hollywood Bowl for a concert the 
following night. 

There was no money for something spectacular 
to wear, so the boy girl that night broke into a 
costume shop to steal a silver evening gown and 
white fox jacket. It was only an afterthought that 
she picked up the long black wig which would 
change the soft brown of her own long hair. But 
even at that she forgot about shoes. They were 


taken care of the next day at one of the shoe stores 
in the Plaza.... 

David P—, who had just left a passenger off in 
the heart of San Fernando Road, felt his heart 
beating fast as he saw the silver-satin clad girl 
beckoning him from a well-lighted street corner. It 
was always a fun thing when he had pleasant com- 
pany on one of his many long rides. He did wonder 
why such a lovely creature left her long hair black, 
when she would have made such a beautiful blonde; 
80 soft and feminine. 

"The Hollywood Bowl" she said in her sexiest 
tones, and David P— wished she had said some 
motel After all, he wasn't a bad looking guy, and 
he'd try for a *make out' with such a broad any- 
time. But she had said the *Hollybowl" and that's 
where it had to be. There were laws about making 
certain kinds of advances. 

A simple fact David P— didn't know was that 
the beautiful young lady in the rear seat of his cab 
had spent her last twenty dollars on the silver shoes 
which crossed his door jamb moments after he had 
stopped. Then as they turned off San Fernando 
Road onto the dark stretches of Laurel Canyon, the 
girl reached into the pocket of her white, fox fur 
jacket and produced a small .22 pistol which had 
been her father's. 


dual tual title role. — 


A CONTROVERSIAL DIRECTOR CONFRONTS HIS 
CRITICS: Edward D. Wood, Jr., in the expressionistic 
dream sequence from Glen or Glenda, the 
autobiographical transvestite epic in which be played the 


“Just park alongside the road and turn off your 
lights.” It was the voice of Charlie which hadn’t 
been used for three long years. 

David P—, in all the years he had been with the 
taxi company had never been held up. He knew of 
many buddies who had, and he knew one hell of a 
lot of them had been hurt by not complying. David 
P— did exactly as he was told almcst in the same 
instant the demand was made. 

At the same point he pulled out his wallet and 
took out the six one dollar bills and two fives, he 
turned to fully face the pistol. The girl took the 
money from his hand. “Take your clothes off and 
get out on the street.” 

“What in hell’s this all about?” 

“Simple. There’s someone I’m going to kill and I 
don’t have enough money to get where I’m going.” 
Then she slammed the pistol into his head and the 
man crumpled to the front seat.. 

Shirley didn’t feel there was enough time to go 
through with her first plan of undressing the man 
and letting him hide behind bushes all night. No 
one likes to be caught naked like that. She simply 
tossed the man off to the side of the road after ` 
taking one more swipe at his head with the butt 
end of her gun. She climbed around to the front 
seat of the cab then drove it to the well-lighted 
area around the North Hollywood Plaza and 
parked it. Within a few blocks she caught another 
cab and continued on her way to the Hollywood 
BowL 

It was the final undoing of Charlie/Char- 
lotte/Shirley’s sudden career in crime. David P— 
was to Ше. But he lived long enough to give the 
police, who cruised by the scene of the attack 
within moments after it happened, a full descrip- 
tion. 

The radio in the taxi Shirley rode crackled a 
moment, then the dialogue about the dangerous 
girl in the silver satin evening dress came across. 
Shirley pulled the pistol, but the driver was 
quicker. He snapped the wheel of his cab, and at 
the same time threw open his door and fell into the 
street. Cab and Shirley hit a lamp post directly in 
front of the Hollywood Bowl. Before she could 
recover, the driver was on his feet yelling for the 
Bowl police, who apprehended the assassin. 

Charlie will never in his entire life, no matter 
how long he lives, be the lover of his father; never 
again will the satins or the angoras drift lazily over 
his body. At the end his tombstone will read 

Charles Myers— aged—, the day he goes to join 
David P— in the world of the great beyond 
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ROBERT W. T'SOUVAS 
Died a homeless man 


\ 


'-BOB, A SMILING RIVAL. š 


Assoctated Press 


PITTSBURGH - Robert W. 
T'Souvas, who once stood trial in 
опе of the Vietnam era's most 
wrenching scandals, died last 
week, a homeless 39-year-old 
man shot in the head after argu- 
ing over a bottle of vodka under a 
Pittsburgh bridge. 

According to relatives, life 
had mostly been downhill for 
T'Souvas in the nearly two dec- 
ades since he was charged with 
killing two Vietnamese children 
in what came to be known as the 
My Lal massacre. 

His father, William T'Souvas, 


ol San Jose, Calif said, "He lasted 


20 years, but he was walking a 
tight line.” 

George T. Davis, the attorney 
who ted T'Souvas іп the 
1970 Army hearing, gave this ac- 
count of T'Souvas' involvement 
in the 1968 episode Monday: 

"On the way out, T'Souvas 


saw two small children lying in 
the road with their intestines 
hanging out. In an emotional re- 
action, he took his M-16 and 
killed both to put them out of 
their m P 

Lt. William Calley Jr. was 
convicted of killing at least 22 с!- 
villians at My Lat. Of the enlisted 
men, two soldiers were acquitted 


and the charges against T' Sou- 


vas and the six others were 
dropped. All were given honor- 
able discharges. 

Relatives of T'Souvas said 
that while he awaited the court- 
martial at Fort McPherson, Ga., 
he lived tn an Atlanta commune, 
where he met and married a 
woman named Rebecca. 

They ratsed two children and 
T'Souvas worked in a bakery 
and af various other jobs in Cali- 
fornia before thetr marriage 
broke up, said Lynn T'Souvas, 
an aunt. 

About four years ago, he met 


Kathleen T'Souvas, now 36, the 
woman police have cha with 
shooting him. Even though 
T'Souvas never divorced, Kath- 
leen assumed his last name. 

"She was more like a buddy 
than a wife, a drinking buddy,” 
his father said. 

Police said Kathleen's diary 

showed that they lived in the van 
as they fished In the rivers, sold 
their blood for money and 
worked part-time in a food kitch- 
en for the homeless in Pitts- 
burgh. 
On Sept. 3, police said, the 
couple and a homeless man, Da- 
vid Bozit, 42, spent the day 
drinking, fishing and using Bo- 
zic's .22-caliber pistol to shoot 
rats and cans under a bridge. 

While Bozic was gone to get 
food, police said, the couple ar- 

ued over a bottle of vodka 
"Souvas had. Police said the 
woman took Bozic's gun and 
shot T'Souvas once In the head. 
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*Green Berets' singer 
shot in Guatemala 


United Press International 


NASHVILLE - Barry Sadler, 
"who idealized the Special Forces 
with his Vietnam-era hit “The 
Ballad Of The Green Berets,” 
fought for his Ше yesterday in a 
Nashville hospital after being 
shot in the head in Guatemala. 


Bob Robinson, Sadler's liter- 
ary agent in Nashville, said the 
former Green Beret staff ser- 

int-turned-author apparently 

8 shot by unidentified robbers 
Sept. 7 as he returned to his 
home Just outside Guatemala 
City. Sadler was also reported to 
have received death threats in 
Guatemala. 


Sadler. 47, remained In eriti- 
cal but stable condition at the 
Nashville Veterans Administra- 
tion Center. 
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When the japanese surrendered in 
1945, the French. returned to Indochina 
to reclaim their colony, only to find that 
Moscow-trained Ho Chi Minh, the goat- 
eed leader of the Vietminh revolutionar- 
ies, had set up an independent native 
government. 
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With this placard, Mlot-Mroz"traveled 

to Washington, and was forcibly removed 

dy Police from the White House, later 

ne appeared at the Boston Common, and 

1 was removed by the gangs of Black Jews. 
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How This Amazing New 
Scientific Discovery 
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